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Dramatis Perſonæ. 


Ymbeline, King of Britain. 
Cloten, Son to the Queen by a former Husband. 
Leona:us Poſthumus. 4 Gentleman in Love with the 
Princeſs, and privately married to her. 


Guiderius, N Diſeuis'd under the Names of Polidore 
Arviragus, and Cadwal, ſuppoſed Sons to Bellarius, 


Bellarius, a baziſh'd Lord, diſguisd under the Name of 
Morgan, 
hilario, an Italian, Friend to Poſthumus. 


Iachimo, Friend to Philario. 

Caius Lucius, Ambaſſador from Rome. 
Piſanio, Servant to Poſthumus. 

A. French Gentleman, Friend to Philario, 
Cornelius, a Doctor, Servant to ihe Queen, 
Tuo Gentlemen. 


Queen, Wiſe to Cymbeline. . 
Imogen, Daughter ts Cymbeline by a former Queen, 
Helen, NVonan to Imogen. 


Lords, Ladies, Roman Senators, Tribunes, Ghoſts, 
a Soth ſayer, Captains, W N and 
other Attendants. | 


SCENE, for ſome Part of the firſt, 
ſecond, and third Acts, lies in Rome; 


for the reſt of the Play iu Britain. 
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AC TLSCENSE 1 
S. CEN E., 4 Palace. 


Euter two Gentlemen. 
1 GENTLEMAN, 


OV do not meet a Man but frowns, 

Our Bloods | 
No more obey the Heav'ns than our 

Courters ; 

But ſeem, as do's the King's. 

2 Gent, But what's the matter? 

1 Gent, His Dughter, and the Heir 
of 's Kingdom (whom . 19336 
He purpos'd to his Wife's ſole Sen, a Widow 
That late he married) hath referr'd her ſelf 
Unto a poor, but worthy Gentleman. She's wedded, 
Her Husband baniſh'd ; ſhe impriſon'd, all 
Is outward Sorrow, though I think the King 
Be touch'd at very Heart. e 

2 Gent. None but the King? eee ey 

1 Gent. He that hath-Ic{t her too; ſo is the Queen, 
That moſt delir'd the Match. But nct a Courtier,! 
Althouzh they wear their Faces to t| e bent 
Of the King's Looks, hath a Heart, that is not 


* 
_ 


'S 


Glad at the thing they ſcoul at. 


2 Gent. And Why ſo -* RS = : 
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1 Gent, He that hath miſs'd the Princeſs, is a thing 
Too bad for bad Report: And he that hath her, 
(mean that marry'd her, alack good Man, 
And therefore baniſh'd) is a Creature, ſuch, 
As to ſeek through the Regions of the Earth 
For one, his like; there would be fomething failing 
In him, that ſhould compare. I do not think, 
So fair an outward, and ſuch ſtuff within 
Endows a Man, but kim, 
2 Gent. You ſpeak him fair, 
1 Gent. 1 do extend him, Sir, within himſelf, 
Cruſh him together, rather than unfold 
His Meafure fully. 
2 Gent. What's his Name and Birth: * 
1 Gent. I cannot delye him to the Root: His Father 7 
Was call'd Sicillius, whe did join his Honour 
Againſt the Romans, with Caſſibelan, 
Bot had his Titles by Tenants, whom 
He ſerv'd with Glory and admir'd Succeſs ; | 
So gain'd the Sur-adition, Leonatys. 0 
And had, befid:s this Gentleman in queſtion, 3 
Two other Sons, who in the Wars o' th' time : 
Dy'd with their Swords in Hand. For which their Father, | 
Then old, and fond of Iflue, took ſuch Sorrow - 
That he quit Being; and his gentle Lady | 


Big of this Gentleman, our Theam, deceas'd, | 

As he was born. The King, he takes the Babe 2 

To bis Protection, calls him Poſthumus Leonatus ; ; 

Breeds him, and makes him of his Bed-chamber, 5 

Puts to bim all the Learnings that his Time 

Could make him the Receiver of, which he took 

As we do Air, faſt as 'twas miniſtred, 

And in's Spring became a Harveſt; Liv'd in Court, 

Which rare it is to do, moſt prais'd, moſt lov'd. 

A Soaps to the youngeſt; to th' more Mature, 

A Glaſs that featur'd them; and to the Graver, 

A Child that guided Dotards. To his Miſtreſs, 

{For whom he naw is banilh'd) her own Price 

Proclaims haw fhe eſteem'd him. And his Virtue 

By her Election may be truly read, 

What kind of Man he is, | | 
2/Gent, 1.honeur kim, even out of your ba ne 
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But pray you tell me, is fhe ſole Child to th' King? 

1 Gent, His only Child. 
He had two Sons (if this be worth your hearing, 
Mark it) the eldeſt of them, at three Years old, 
I'th' fwathing Cloaths the other, from their Nurſery 
Were ſtol'n, and to this Hour, no gueſs in Knowledge 
Which way they went. 

2 Gent, How Jong is this ago? 

1 Gent. Some twenty Years, 

2 Gent. That a King's Children ſhould be ſo conyey'd! 
So flackly Guarded, and the Search fo flow 
That could not trace them 

1 Gent, Howſoe'er 'tis ſtrange, 
Or that the Negligence may well be laugh'd at, 
Yet is it true, Sir. | 

2 Gent. I do well believe you. | 

Gent. We muſt 'orbear. Here comes the Gentleman, 
The Queen, and Princeſs.  [Exeun;, 

Enter the Queen, Poſthumus, Imogen, and Artendants. 
Queen. No be aſſur'd you ſhall not find my Daughter, 


Aſter the 8 ander of moſt Step-Mothers, 


Evil-ey'd unto you: You're my Priſoner, but 
Your Goaler ſhall deliver you the Keys | 
That lock up your Reſtraint. For you, Poſthamus, 
So foon as | can win th' offended King, 
I will be known your advocate: marry yet 
The fire of Rage is in him, and 'twere good 
You lean'd unto his Sentence, with what Patience 
Your Wiſdom may inform you, 

Poft, Pleafe your Highneſs, 
Iwill from hence to Day. 

Oneen, You know the Peri! : 


I' terch a turn about the Garden, pirying „ 
The Pangs of barr'd Affections, though the King 


Hath charg'd you ſhould not ſpeak together Exit, 
Imo. O diſſembling Courteſie! How fine this Tyrant 

Can tickle where ſhe wounds! My deareſt Husban?, 

I ſomething fear my Father's Wrath, but nothing 


(Aways relerv'd my holy Duty) what 


His Rage can do on me, You muſt be gone, | 
And I ſhill here abide the hourly ſhot © 


8 angry Eyes: Not comforted to live, 
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But that there fs this Jewel in the World, 
That 1 may ſee again. "Op 
Poſt, My Queen! my Miſtreſs! 
O Lady, weep no more, leſt I give cauſe 
To be ſuſpected of more Tenderneſs | 
Than doth become a Man, I will remain : 
The loyall'ſt Husban3, that Cid e'er plight Troth. 
My Reli'ence in Rome, at one Philario's, 
Who to my Father was a Friend, to me 
Known but by Letter; thither write, my Queen, 
And with mine Eyes 1“ drink the Words you fend, 
Though Ink be made of Gall, 
Enter Quten. 1 
Queen. Be brief, I pray you; - 
If the King come, 1 ſhall incur I know not 
How much of his diſpleaſure --- yet I'll move him Aſide. 
To walk this way; I never do him wrong, 
But he does buy my Injuries, to be Friends, 
Pays dear for my Offences, | Exit. 
Poſt. Should we be taking leave, W 
As long a term as yet we have to live, 
The lothneſs to depart would grow; Adieu. 
Imo. Nay, ſtay a little: 7 
Were you but riding forth to Air your ſelf, 
Such parting were too petty, Look here, Love, 4 
This Diamond was my Mother's; take it, Heart, \ 
. But keep ic ill you woo another Wite, 
When Imogen is dead, 3 
Poſt, How, how? Another! 
You gentle gods, give me but this I have, 
And ſear up my Embracements from a next 
With Bonds of Death, Remain, remain thou here 
. OO, [Parting on the Ring. 
While Senſe can keep it on: And ſweeteſt, faireſt, 
| As I, my poor ſelf, did exchange for you 
| To your ſo infinite Joſs: So in our Trifles 
J till win of you, For my ſake wear this, 
It is a Magacle of Love; I'll place it | VE! OY 
| NN I !utting a Bracelet on her Arm. 
Upon this faireſt Priſoner. i 
4 Imo. O the Gods! 
li When ſhall we ſee again? 
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Enter Cymbeline, and Lords. 
Paſt. Alack, the King! | 
Cym, Thou baſeſt thing,avoid, hence, from my Sight: 
Tf after this Command thou fraught the Court 
With thy unworthineſs, thou dy'ſt. Away: 
Thou'rt Poiſon to my Blood, 
Poſi. The Goss protect yon. 
And bleſs the good Remainders of the Court: 
1 am gone. Exit. 
Imo. Vhere cannot be a pinch in Death 
More ſharp than this is. | 8 
Cym. O diſloyal thing, 
That ſhould'ft repair my Youth, thou beap'ſt 
A Year's age on me. | 
Ims, I beleech you, Sir, 
Harm not your ſelf with your Vexation, | 
I am ſenſeleſs of your Wrath; a touch more rare 
Subdues all Pangs, all Fears; 
Cym. Paſt Grace? Obedience? 
Imo. Paſt Hope,and in Deſpair, that way paſt Groce, 
Cym, That might'ſt have had the ſole Son of my Queen. 
Imo. O bleſt that I might not! I choſe an Eagle, 
And did avoid a Puttock. 8 
Cym. Thou took'ſt a Beggar, would'ſt have made 
A Seat for Baſeneſs. [(my Throue 
Imo. No, I rather added 
A Luſtte to it. 
Cym. O thou vile one! 
Imo. Sir, 8 
It is your fault that J have loy'd Poſſhumny:; 


You bred him as my Play-fellow, and he is 


A Man, worth any Woman; over-buys me 
Almoſt the Sum he pays, 

Cym. What? art thou Mad! 

Imo. Almoſt, Sir; Heav'n Reſtore me: wou:d I were 
A Neat-herd's Daughter, and my Leonatus 


Our N cighbour-Shepherd's Son, 


Enter Queen. 
Cym. Thou fooliſh thing; 
They were again together, you have done 
Not after our Command. Away with her, 
And pen her up. ee Ertld; 4 
ts A4 
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Veen. Beſeech your Patience; Peace, 
Dear Lady Daughter, peace, Sweet Sovereign, 
Leave us to our felves, and make your ſelf ſome Com- 
Out of your beſt Advice. [fort 
Cym. Nay let her languiſh 
A drop of Blood aday, and being aged ; 
Die of this Folly, | Exit. 
Enter Piſanio. 
Queen. Fie, you muft give way: 
Here is your Servant. How now, Sir? What News? 
Piſ. My Lord your Son, drew on my Maſter. 
Queen. Hah ! 
No harm, I truſt, is done: 
. Pi. There might have been, 
But that my Maſter rather play'd than fought, 
And had no help of Anger: they were parted 
Dy Gentlemen, at hand. 
Queen. I am very glad on't. 
Imo. Your Son's my Father's Friend, he takes his part 
To draw upon an Exile: O brave Sir, 
I wou'd they were in Africk both together, 
My ſelf by with a Needle, that 1 might prick 
The Goer back, Why came you from your Maſter ? 
Piſ. On his command; he would not ſuffer me 
To bring him to the Hayen: Left theſe Notes 
Of what Commands I ſhould be ſubject to, 
When'r pleaſe you to employ me. 
ween. This hath been | 
Your faithful Servant: I dare lay mine Honour 
He will remain ſo. 
Piſ 1 humbly thank your Highneſs, - 
Queen, Pray walk a while. 
1:40. About ſome half Hour hence, pray you ſpeak 
with me; 
Vou ſhall at leaſt, go ſee my Lord aboard. 
For this time leave me. Exeunt. 
Inter Cloten, and two Lords. | 


1 Lord. Sir, I woul 1 adviſe you to ſhift a Shirt; the 


Violence of Action hath made you reek as a Sacrifice: 

Where Air' comes out, Air comes in. There's none 
abroad fo wholfom as that you vent. | 

Clos. If my Shirt were bloody, then to ſhift it 2 

2 ave 


A 
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Have I hurt him? 
2 Lord. No faith: Not ſo much as his Patience. 
1 Lord, Hurt him? His Body's a paſſable Carkaſs, if he 
be not hurt. It is thorough- fare for Steel if it be not hurt. 
2 Lord. His Steel was in debt, it went o'th' Back- ſide 
the Town. | | | 
Clot. The Villain would not ſtand me. 
2 Lord. No, but he fled forward ſtill, toward your Face. 
1 Lord. Stand you? you have Land enough of your 
own: But he added to your having, gave you ſome ground. 
2 Lord, As many Inches as you have Oceans, Puppies! 
Clot. | would they had not come between us. 
2 Lord. So would I, till you had meaſured how long 
a Fool you were upon the Ground, 
Clot. And that ſhe ſhould love this Fellow, and refuſe me! 
2 Lord. If it be asin to make a trueEle&ion, ſhe's damn'd. 
Lord. Sir, as I told you always, her Beauty and her 


Brain go not together, She's a good Sign, but I have 


ſeen fma!} reflection of her Wit. 


2 Lord. She ſhines not upon Fools, left the reflection 
ſhould hurt her. 


Clos. Come, Ill to my Chamber; would there had 


been ſome hurt done. 


2 Lord. I wiſh not fo, unleſs it had been the fall of an 
Aſs, which is no great hurt. 
Clot. You'llgo with us? 
1 Lord. I'll attend yonr Lordſhip, 
Clot. Nay come, let's go together. . 
2 Lord. Well, my Lord. [Exeurt 
Enter Imogen, and Piſanio. | 
Imo. I would thou grew'ſ unto the Shores o'th*'Haven , 
And queſtioned'ſt every Sail: If he ſhould write, 


And I not have it, 'twere a Paper loft 


As offer'd Mercy is: What was the laſt 
That he ſpake to thee 2? | 

Piſ. It was his Queen, his Queen. 
Imo. Then wav'd his Handkerchief? 

Piſ. And kiſs'd it, Madam. | x 

Ima. Senſelefs Linnen, happier therein than I: 
And that was all? 
Piſ. No, Madam; for fo long 
And as he could make me with his Eyes, or Far. 
ety A 5 ; D ſtin- 
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Diſtinguiſh him from others, he did keep 

The Deck, with Glove, or Hat, or Handkerchief, 
Still waving, as the fit and ſtirs of's Mind | 
Could beſt expreſs how flow his Soul ſail'd on, 
How ſwift his Ship. | | 

Imo. Thou ſhouldſt have made him 
As little as a Crow, or leſs, ere left 
To af:er-eye him. 

Piſ. Madam, ſo I did. 

Imo. I would have broke mine Eye-ſtrings, 
Crack'd them but to look upon him; 'till the Diminution 
Of ſpace, had pointed him ſharp as my Needle; 

Nay, followed him, 'till he had melted from 

The ſmallneſs of a Gnat, to Air; and then 

Have turn'd mine Eye, and wept. But, good Piſanio, 
When ſhall we hear from him? 

Piſ. Be aſſur'd, Madam, 

With Lis next Vantage. | 

Imo. I did not take my leave of him, but had 
Moſt pretty things to ſay; Ere I could tell him 
How 1 would think on him at certain Hours, 

Such thoughts, and ſuch; or I could make him ſwear, 
The She's of Italy ſhould not betray 

Mine Intereſt, and his Honour; or have charg'd him 
At the ſixth Hour of Mern, at Noon, at Midnight, 
T'gncounter me with Oraiſons, for then 

I am in Heav'n for him; or ere I could 

Give him what parting Kiſs, which 1 had ſet 

Betwixt two charming Words, comes in my Father, 
And like the tyrannous breathing of the North, 

Shakes all our buds from growing. 
| | Enter a Lady. 

Lady, The Queen, Madam, 

Deſires your Highneſs Company. | 

Imo. Thoſe things I bid you do, get them diſpatch'd, 
I will attend the Queen. . 

Piſ. Madam, I ſhall. n [Exeunt. 

SCENE II. Rome. 

Enter Philario, Iachimo, and a French-Man. 
ach, Believe it, Sir, I have ſeen him in Britain, he was 
then of a Creſcent, none expected to prove ſo worthy, 
as ſince he hath been allowed the Name of. But * 
5 then 
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then have look'd on him, without the help of Admira- 
tion, thoughthe Catalogue of his Endowments had been 
tabled by his ſide, and I to peruſe him by ems. 

Phil. You ſpeak of him when he was leſs furniſh'd 
than now he is, with that which makes him both with- 
out and within, 1 

French, I have ſeen him in France; we had very many 
there, could behold the Sun, with as firm Eyes as he. 

lach. This matter of marrying his King's Daughter, 
wherein he muſt be weighed rather by her Value, than his 
own, words him, I doubt not, a great deal from the matter, 

French. And then his Baniſhment. | 

Iach. Ay, and the Approbation of thoſe, that weep this 
lamentable Divorce under her Colours, are wondertully 
to extend him; be it but to fortifie her Judgment, which 
elſe an eaſie Battery might lay flat, for taking a Beggar 
without more Quality. But how comes it, he is to ſo- 
journ with you? how creeps Acquaintance ? 

Phil. His Father and I were Soldiers together, to whom 
I have been often bound for no leſs than my Life. 

5 Enter Poſthumus. 
Here comes the Britain. Let him be ſo entertained a- 
mongſt you, as ſuits with Gentlemen of your knowing, to 
a Stranger of his Quality. 1 beſeech you all be better 
known to this Gentleman, whom I commend to you, as a 
noble Friend of mine, How worthy he is, I will leave to 
appear hereafter, rather than ſtory him in his own hearing, 

French. Sir, we have known together in Orleance, 

Poſt. Since when I have been debter to you for cour- 
teſies, which Iwill be ever to pay, and yet pay ſtill. 

French. Sir, you o'er-rate my poor kindneſs; I was 
glad 1 did atone my Countryman and you; it had been 
pity you ſhould have been put together, with ſo mor- 
til a purpoſe, as then each bore, upon Importance of 
ſo ſlight and trivial a nature. 

Poſt, By your Pardon, Sir, I was then a young Trave!. 
ler; rather ſhun'd to go even with whatl heard, than in 


my every Action to be ui dea by other experiences; but 


upon my mended Judgment, (if | offend not to ſay it is 

mended, ) my Quarrel was not altogether flight. 
French, Faith yes, to be put to the arbitrement of 
Swords; and by ſuch two, that would by all —_— 
| a\e 
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have confounded one the other, or have faln both. 
lach. Can we with manners, ask what was the Diffe- 
rence? | | 

French, Safely, Ithink, 'twas a Contentien in publick, 
which may, without Contradiction, ſuffer the Report. 
Ir was much like an Argument that fell out laſt Night, 
where each of us fell in praiſe of our Country-Miſtrefles. 
This Gentleman at that time vouching, and upon War- 
rant of bloody Affirmation, his to be more Fair, Virtu- 
ous, W iſe, Chaſte, Conſtant, Qualified, and leſs attempta- 
ble than any, the rareft of our Ladies in France. 

Iach. That Lady is not now living; or this Gentle- 
man's Opinion by tbis worn out. 

Poſt. She holds her Virtue ſtil}, and I my Mind. 

ach. You rauft not ſo far prefer her, fore ours of Italy, 

Poft, Being ſo far proyok'd as I was in France, I 
would abate her nothing, tho' I profeſs my ſelf her A- 
dorer, not her Friend. 

Iach, As fair, and as good; a kind of Hand in Hand 
Compariſon, had been ſomething too fair, and too good 
for any Lady in Britany; if ſhe went before others, I 
have ſeen, as that Diamond of yours out-Juſters many I 
have beheld. I could not believe ſhe excelled many; 
but I have not ſeen the moſt precious Diamond that is, 
nor you the Lady. 

Pops. I prais'd her, as I rated her; ſo do I my Stone. 
 Tach. What do you efteem it at? 

Pofi. More than the Word enjoys. 

Iach, Either your paragon'd Miſtreſs is dead, or ſhe's 

outpriz'd by a Trifle. 
- Poſt. Youare miſtaken; the one may be ſold or given, 
if there were Wealth enough for the Purchaſe, or Merit 
for the Gift. Theother is not a thing for Sale, and only 
the Gift of the Gods. 3 

Iach. Which the Gods have given you? 

Poſt. Which by their Graces I will keep. 

lach. You may wear her in Title yours; but, you 
know, ftrange Fowl light upon neighbouring Ponds. 
Your Ring may be ſtoln too; ſo your Brace of unprizea- 
ble Eſtimuions, the one is but frail aud the other ca- 
ſu2}. A cunning Thief, or a, that way, accompliſh'd 
Eovunrtier, would hazard.the-winning bock af firſt and laſt. 


Poſt, 
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Poſt, Your Italy contains none ſo accompliſh'd a 
Courtier to convince the Honour of my Miſtreſs; if 
in the holding or loſs of that, you term her frail, I do 
nothing doubt you have ſtore of Thieves, notwithſtandg 
ing I fear not my Ring, | 

Phil. Let us leave here, Gentlemen, | 

Poſt.. Sir, with all my Heart. This worthy Signior, 
1 thank him, makes no Stranger of me, we are fami- 
Har at firſt. 

lach, With five time ſo much Converſation, I ſhould 
get Ground of your fair Miſtreſs; make her go back, 


even to the yielding, had I admittance, and Oppor- 
tunity to friend. 


Poſt. No, no. 

Iach. I dare thereupon pawn the Moiety of my Eſtate, 
to your Ring, which in my Opinion o'er-yalues it ſome- 
thing: but l make my wager rather againſt your Con fi- 
dence, than her Reputation. And to bar your Offence 
herein too, I durſt attempt it againſt any Lady in the 


| World. 


Poſt. You are a great deal abus'd in too bold a per- 


fuaſion; and I doubt not you'd ſuſtain what you'se 
worthy of, by your Attempt, 


Tach. What's that? | | 5 
Poſt. A Repulſe; though your Attempt, as you call 


it, deſerves more; a Puniſhment too. 


Phil. Gentlemen, enough of this, it came in too ſud- 


denly, let it die as it was born, and [ pray you be bet- 


ter acquainted. | | | 

lach. Would I had put my Eſtate, and my Neigh- 
bour's, on th” Approbation of what I have owe: 

Poſt. What Lady would you chooſe to affail? _ 

lach. Yours; whom in conſtancy you think ſtands ſo 
ſafe. I will lay you ten thouſand Duckets to your Ring, 
that commend me tothe Court where your Lady is, with 
no more Advantage than the Opportunity of a ſecond 
Conference, and I will bring from thence that Honour 
of hers, which you imagine ſo reſerv'd. 


Poſt, I will wage againſt your Gold, God ages: My 


Ring I hold dear as my Finger, tis part of 
lach. You are a Friend, and therein the wifen; if you 
buy Ladies He ſh at a Million a Dram, you cannot pre- 
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ſerve it from tainting ; but I ſee you have ſome Religion 
in you, that you fear. 

\, Poſt, This is hut a Cuſtom in your Tongue; you bear 
a graver Purpoſe, I hope. | 

Iach. I am the M:ſter of my Speeches, and would un- 
dergo what's ſpoken, I ſwear. 

Poſt, Will you? I ſhall but lend my Diamond 'till your 
return; let there be Covenants drawn between's, My 
Miſtreſs exceeds in goodneſs, the hugeneſs of your unwor- 
thy things. I dare you to this Match; here's my Ring. 

Phil, I will have it no lay. 

Iach. By the Gods it is one; if I bring you not ſufficient 
Teftimony that I have enjoy'd the deareſt bodily part of 
your Miſtreſs ; my ten rows Bf Duckets are yours, fo is 
your Diamond too; if I come off, and leave her in ſuch 
Honour as you have truſt in; ſhe your Jewel, this your 


Jewel, and my Gold are yours, provided I have your 


commendation, for my more entertainment. 

Poſt. I embrace theſe Conditions, let us have Articles 
betwixtus; only thus far you ſhall anſwer: if you make 
your Voyage upon her, and give me directly ro under- 
ftand, you have prevail'd, I am no further your Enemy, 
ſhe is not worth our Debate. If ſhe remain unſeduc'd, you 


not making it appear otherwiſe; for your ill Opinion, 


and th' Aſſault you have made to her Chaſtity, you ſhall 
anſwer me with your Sword, 
lach. Your Hand, a Covenant; we will have theſe 
things ſet down by lawſul Cunſel, and ftraight away for 
Britain, leſt the Bargain ſhould ca:ch cold, and ſtarve, I 
will fetch my Gold, and have our two Wagers recorded. 
Poſt. Agreed. | | ; 
French. Will this hold, think you? 
Phil. Signior JIachimo will not from it. 
Pray let us follow 'em. | 3  [Exenrt. 
S CEN E III. Cymbeline's Palace. 
Enter Queen, Ladies, and Cornelius with a Viol. 
Queen. While yet the Dew's on Ground gather thoſe 
Flowers. | | 
Make haſte, Who has the Note of them? 
Ladies, I, Madam. 45 
Queen, Diſpatch, | [Exennt Ladies. 
ka | Now 
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Now Maſter Doctor, have you brought thoſe Drugs ? 

f Cor. Pleaſeth your Highneſs, Ay; here they are, Ma- 
But I beſeech your Grace, without Offence [dam 
My Confcience bids me ask, wherefore you have 
Commanded of me theſe moſt poiſonous Compounds, 
W hich are the movers of a languiſhing Death; 

But though flow, deadly. | 
Queen, I wonder, Doctor, | 

Thou ask'ſt me ſuch a Queſtion; have I not been 
Thy Pupil long? haſt thou not Jearn'd me how 
To make Perfumes ? Diftil ? Preſerve? Yea ſo, 

That our great King himſelf doth woe me oft 
For my Confections? Having thus far proceeded, 
Unleſs thou think'ſt me deviliſh, is it not meet 
That I did amplify my Judgment in 
Other Concluſions? I will try the Forces 
Of theſe thy Compounds, on fuch Creatures as _ 
Wie count not worth the hanging, but none human, 
F To try the Vigor of them, and apply 
Allayments to their Act, and by them gather 
Their ſeveral Virtues, and Effects. 
Cor, Your Highneſs ' | | 
| Shall from this Practice, but make hard your Heart; 
Beſides, the ſecing theſe Effects will be 
Both noiſome and infectious. 
Queen, O content thee. 
Enter Piſanio. ALE 
Here comes a flattering Raſcal, upon him [Aſide. 
Will I firſt work; he's for his Maſter, | 
An Enemy to my Son, How now, Piſanio? 
Doctor, your. Service for this time is ended, 
Take your own way. 
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| Cor. I do ſuſpe@ you, Madam. [Aſide. 
But you ſhall do no harm. 41 | 
Queen, Hark thee a Word. Ii Piſanio. 


Cor. I do not like her. She doth think ſhe has - 
Strange lingering Poiſons; I do know her Spirit, 
And will not truſt one of her Malice, with 
A drug of ſuch damn'd Nature. Thoſe ſhe has, 

Will ſtupify and dull the Senſe a while, 

Which firſt perchance ſhe'll prove on Cats and Dogs, 
Then afterward up higher; but there is 
No Danger in what ſhew of Death it makes, More 


r 
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More than the locking up the Spirits a time, 

To be more freſh, reviving. She is fool'd 

With a moſt falſe Effect; and 1 the truer, 

So to be falſe with her. 

nen. No further Service, Doctor, 

Until I ſend for thee. | 
Cor. I humbly take my Leave. Eis. 
Queen, Wee ps ſhe fil), ſay'ſt thou? Doſt thou think in 

time 

She will not quench, and let Inſtructions enter 

Where Folly now poſſeſſes? do thou work; 

When thou ſhalt bring me word ſhe loves my Son, 

1']] tell thee on the iaſtant, thou art then 

As great as is thy Maſter; greater; for 

His Fortunes all lie ſpeechleſs, and his Name 

Is at laſt Gifp. Return he cannot, nor 

Continue where he is; to ſhift his Being, 

Is to exchange ene Miſery with another, 

And every Day that comes, comes to decay | 

A Day's Work in him. What fhalt thou expect 

To be depender on à thing that leans? 

Who cannot be new built, nor has no Friends 

So much, as but to prop him? thou takeſt up 

[ Piſanio looking on the Viol. 

Thou know'ſt not what; but take it for thy Labour, 

It is a thing I make, which hath the King 

Five times redeem'd from Death; I do not know 

What is more Cordial. Nay I pr'ythee take it, 

It is an earneſt of a farther good 

That I mean to thee, Tell thy Miſtreſs how 

The Caſe ſtands with her; do't as from thy ſelf: 

Think what a Chance thou chanceſt on; but think 

Thou hatt thy Miſtreſs ſtill; to boot, my Son, 


Who ſhall take Notice of thee, l'l move the King | 


To any Shape of thy Preferment, fuch 12 


As thou'ie deſire; and then my feif, 1 chiefly 


That ſet thee on to this Deſert, am bound 


To load thy Merit richly. -Call my Women. ¶ Exit Piſa, 


Think en my Werds——A fly, and conſtant Knave, 
Not to be ſhak'd; the Agent for his Maſter, 
And. the Remembrancer of her, to hold 


The Hand faſt. to her Lord. I have given him that, 
K 22 | nn Which 
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Which if he take, ſhall quite unpeople her 
Of wy oF for her Sweet: and which ſhe after, 
Except ſhe bend her Humour, ſhall be aſſur d 
To taſte of too. 
Enter Piſanio, and Ladies. 
So, ſo, well done, well done; 
The Violets, I and the Prim-roſes, 
Bear to my Cloſet; fare thee well, Piſanio, 
Think on my Words, [ Ex, Queen and Ladis. 
Piſa. And ſhall do. 
But when to my good Lord I prove untrue, 
I'll choak my ſelf; there's all I'll do for you. [Exit. 
Enter Imogen alone. 
Imo. A Father cruel, and a Stepdame falſe, 
A fooliſh Suitor to a wedded Lady, 3 
That hath her Husband baniſh'd— O, that Husband? 
My ſupream Crown of Grief, and thoſe repeated 
Vexations of it —— had I been Thief-ſtoln, 
As my two Brothers, happy ; but moſt miſerable 
Is the Deſire that's glorious. Blefled be thoſe, | 
How mean ſo e'er, that have their honeſt Wills, 
Which Seaſons comfort. Who may this be? Vie! 
Enter Piſanio and lachimo. 
Piſ. Madam, a noble Gentleman of Rome, 
Comes from my Lord with Letters, 
Iach. Change you, Madam? 
The worthy Leonatrs is in ſafety, 
And greets your Highneſs dearly. 
Iwo, Thanks, hw Sir, 
You're kindly welcome. | | 
lach. All of her that is out of Door, moſt rich! 
If ſhe be furniſh'd with a Mind fo rare, * 
She is alone th' Arabian Bird; and I 
Have loſt the Wager. Boldneſs be my Friend; 
Arm me, Audacity, from Head to Foot ; 
Or like the Parthian I ſhall flying fight, 
Rather directly fly. | 


Imogen reads. 

He is one of the Nobleſ Note, to whoſe Rindneſſes I 
am moft infinitely tyed. Reflect upon him accordingly, as you 
value your Truſt. , Leonatus. 
So far I read alaud, 

433 But 
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But even the very middle of my Heart 
Is warmed by th' reft, and take it thankfully —— | 
Ycu are as welcome, worthy Sir, as I ; 
Have words to bid you, and ſhall find it ſo 
In all that I can do. 

Iach, Thanks, faireſt Lady; 
W hat, are Men mad ? hath Nature given them Eyes 
To ſee this vaulted Arch, and the rich Crop } 
Of Sea and Land, which can diſtinguiſh 'twixt 
The fiery Orbs above, and the twinn'd Stones | 
Upcn the number'd Beach? and can we not | 
Partitian make with Spectacles ſo precious | 
*Twixt fair and foul ? 6 

Imo. What makes your Admiration? 1 | 

Tach, It cannot be i'th' Eye; for Apes and Monkeys, 
*Twixt two ſuch She's, would chatter this way, and 
Contemn with mowes the other, Nor i'th' Judgment; 
For ldeots in this Caſe of Favour, would 
Be wiſely definit. Nor in the Appetite, F 
Sluttery to ſuch neat Excellence oppos'd, 5 
Should make Deſire vomit emptineſs, ? 
Not ſo allur'd to feed. 

Imo. What is the Matter trow ? 

lach, The cloyed Will, 
That ſatiate yet unſati:fy'd Deſire, that Tub 

Both fill'd and running: Ravening firſt the Lamb, 

Longs after for the Garbage 

Imo. What, dear Sir, 
Thus raps you? are you well? 

lach. Thanks, Madam, well; beſeech you, Sir, 
Deſire my Man's abode, where I did leave bim; [ 
He's ſtrange and peeviſh. [To Pilanio, | 

Piſ. J was going, Sir, x 

To give him welcome. N 

Imo. continues well my Lord 0 
His Health, beſeech you? 

lach. Well, Madam, 

Imo, Is he diſpos'd to Mirth? I hope he is. 

ach. Exceeding pleaſant; none a Stranger there, 
So merry, and ſo gameſome; he is call'd 
The Brizain Reveller, | 

Imo. When he was here 


6 
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ue did ineline to Sadneſs, and oft times 
Not knowing why. 
; lach. I never ſaw him ſad, 
There is a Frenchman his Companion, one 
An eminent Monſieur, that it ſeems much loves 
A Gallian-Girl at home. He Furnaces 
The thick ſides from him; whiles the jolly Britain, 
F Your Lord | mean, laughs from's free Lungs, cries oh!-- 
Can my Sides hold, to think, that Man who knows 
E Hiſtory, Report, or his own Proof 
What Woman is, yea, what ſhe cannot chuſe 
But muſt be, will his free Hours languiſh, 
For afſur'd Bondage? 


| Is. Will my Lord ſay ſo ? | | [ter. 


Iach. Ay, Madam, with his Eyes in Flood with Laugh- 


It is a Recreation to be by 
And hear him mock the Frenchman : 


But Heavens know ſome Men are much to blame. 


_- 


imo. Not he, I hope. 
lach. Not he. But yet Heav'ns Bounty towards bim | 
might 

| Be us'd Rane thankfully, In himſelf 'tis much; 
In you, which I account. his beyond all Talents, 
| Whilſt I am bound to wonder, I am bound 
' To pity too, 


: Imo. What do you pity, Sir? 
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Iach. Two Creatures heartily. 
Immo. Am lone, Sir? 
| You look on me; what wrack diſcern you in me 
Deſerves your pity ? 
lach. Lamentable! what 


0 To hide me from the radiant Sun, and ſolace 
I'th' Dungeon by a Snuff? 


Imo. I pray you, Sir, 


Deliver with more openneſs your Anſwers 
To my Demands. Why do you pity me? 


Iach. That others do, 


| | I was about to ſay, enjo y your but | 
It is an Office of the Gods 


to 8885 it, 
Not mine to ſpeak on't. 
Imo. You do ſeem to know | 
Something of me, or what concerns me; pray you 
| Since 
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Since doubting things go ill, often hurts more, 
Than to be ſure they do; For Certainties 


Either are paſt Remedies ; or timely knowing, 1 
The Remedy then born; Difcoyer to me | * 


W hat both yon ſpur and ſtop. 
lach, Had I this Cheek 
To bathe my Lips upon; this Hand, whoſe touch, 
Whoſe very touch would force the feeler's Soul 
To th' Oath of Loyaky ; this Object which | 
Takes Priſoner the wild Motion of mine Eye, | 
Fixing it only here; ſhould 1, damn'd then, F 
Slaver with Lips as common as the Stairs 
That mount the Capitol? join Gripes with Hands 4 
Made hard with hourly Falſhood as with Labour? “ 
Then glad my ſelf by peeping in an Eye | | 
Baſe and unluſtrious as the Smoaky Light 
That's fed with ſtinking Tallow ? it were fit 
That all the Plagues of Hell ſhould at one time | 
Encounter ſuch Revolt. | 1 
Imo. My Lord, T fear, Set - | 
Has forgot Britain. 
Iich. And himſelf; trot 1 
Inclin*d to this Intelligence prohonnee 5 
The Beggary of his Change; but 'ris your Graces 
That from my muteſt Conſcience, to my Tongue 3 
Charms this Report out. | * 4 
Imo. Let me hear no more. ; 
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ach. O deareſt Soul! your Cauſe doth ſtrike my Heart 
With Pity, rhat dothmakeme fick. A Lady „„ 
So fair, and faſtned to an Empery, | NY 
Would make the great'ſt King double; to be partner'd | 
With Tomboys, hir'd with that ſelf Exhibition | 
Which your own Coffers yield! with diſeas'd Venters | 
To play with all Infirmities for Gold, 
Which rottenneſs can lend Nature! Such boyl'd tuff 
As well might poiſon Poiſon! Be reveng'd — 
Or ſhe that bore you was no Queen, and you 


Recoil from your great Stock, 
Imo. Reveng'd? | | 
How ſhould I be reveng'd if this be true 
As I have ſuch a Heart, that both mine Ears 
Muſt not in hafte abufe; if it be true, 5 * 
ow 
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How ſhall } be reveng'd? 

lach. Shou'd be make me 1 5 

Live like Diana's Prieſt, bet wixt cold Sheets; 
While he is Vaulting variable Ramps 8 
In your Deſpight, upon your Purſe; revenge it. 
; dedicate my ſelf ro your ſweet Pleaſure, 
More noble than that Runagate to your Bed, 
And will continue faſt to your Affection, 


Still cloſe, as ſure. 
Imo. What ho, Piſani! 


lach, Let me my Service tender on your Lips. 
Imo. Away, I do condemn mine Ears, that have 
So long attended thee, If thou wert honourable 


A | 
on 


1. Thou wouldſt have told this Tale for Virtue, not 


For ſuch an end thou ſeek'ſt, as baſe, as ſtrange: 
Thou wrong'ſt a Gentleman, who is as far 


From thy Report, as thou from Honour; and 


Sollicit'ſt here à Lady, that diſdains 3 
Thee, and the Devil alike. What, ho, Piſanio ! 


. N The King my Father ſhall be made acquainted 


Of thy. Afaulr; if he ſhall. think it fir, 


A ſawcy Stranger in his Court, to Mart 


As in a Romwiſb Stew, and to Expound 
His heaftly Mind to us; he hath a Court 


He little cares for, and a Daughter, whom n 
4 He not reſpects at all. What ho, Piſanid /——romoenn 
| 


Iach. O happy TLeonatus, I may lay, 


| The Credit that thy Lady hath of thee 4 
Deſerves thy Truſt, and thy moſt perfect Goadneſs 


Her aſſur'd Credit; bleſſed live you long, 

A Lady to the worthieft Sir, that ever 
Country call'd his; and you his Miſtreſs, only 

For the moſt worthieſt fir. Give me your pardon. 
I have ſpoke this, to know if your Athance - 
Were deeply rooted, and mall make your Lord, 


That which he is, new o'er; and he is one 


The truck manner'd; ſuch a holy Witch 
That he inchants Societies into him: 
Half all Mens Hearts are his. 
Imo. You make amends. | 
Jach, He ſits mongſt. Men, ltke a deſcended God;} 
He bath a kiad of Mondour ſets him G . 4 
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To take them in Protection. f 


More than a mortal ſeeming. Be not angry, 
Moſt mighty Princeſs, that I have adventur'd 1 
To try your taking fa falſe Report, which hath 
Honour'd with Confirmation your great Judgment, 
In the Election cf a Sir, ſo rare, . 
Which you know cannot err. The Love I bear him, 
Made me to fan you thus, but the Gods made you, 
Unlike all others, chaffleſs, Pray, your Pardon. 
Imo. All's well, Sir, take my Power i'th' Court for 
yours. AO: Ne 
lach. My humble Thanks; 1 had almoſt forgot | 
T' intreat your Grace, but in a ſmall Requeſt, 1 
And yet of Moment too, for it concerns ; 5 
Your Lord; my ſelf, and other Noble Friends 5 
Are Partners in the Buſineſs, |; 
Imo. Pray what is't? 
lach. Some dozen Remans of us, and your Lord, 
The beſt Feather of our Wing, have mingled Sums | 
To buy a Preſent for the Emperor: . 
Which I, the Factor for the reſt, have done | 
In France; *tis. Plate of rare Device, and Jewels 
Of rich and exquiſite Form, their Values great ; 
And I am ſomething curious, being ſtrange, 
To have them in ſafe ſtowage: May it pleaſe you 


« 


And pawn mine Honour for their Safety; ſince N 
My Lord hath Intereſt in them, 1 will keep them 1 
In my Bed- chamber. 407-1 

Iach, They are in a Trumk 
Atrended by my Men: I will make bold 
To ſend them to you, only for this Night; : 
I muſt abroad to Morrow, | 74 60: 

Imo. O no, no. | 

lach. es, I beſeech you: Or I ſhall ſhort my Word 
By lengthening my Return. From Galiia, ' 
J creſt the Seas on purpoſe, and on promiſe 
To ſee your Grace. a 6: $2.74 

Imo, | thank you for your Pains; 

But not away to Morrow. 

lach, O, I muſt, Madam. „ 

Therefore I ſhall beſeech you, if you pleaſe + 
ETA | T © 
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To greet your Lord with writing, do't to Night, 
1 have out-ſtood my time, which is material 


Io th'tender of our Preſent. 


Imo. I will write: 
Send your Trunk to me, it ſhall be ſafe kept, 
And truly yielded you: You're very welcome. | Exeunts 


ACT EE CEREMNE YE 
SCENE A Palace. 


Enter Cloten, and tuo Lords. 


Clot. AS there ever Man had ſuch luck! when 

1 kiſs'd the Jack upon an Up-caſt, to be 
hit away! I had an hundred Pound on't; and then a 
whorſon Jack-an- \pes mult take me up for Swearing, 
as if | had borrow'd mine Oaths of bim, and might 
not ſpend them at my Pleaſure. 

1 Lord, What got he by that? you have broke his 
Pate with your Bow). | I 

2 Lord. If his Wit had been like him that broke it; it 
would have run all out. . 

Clot. When a Gentleman is diſpoſed to ſwear, it is 
not for any Standers by to curtail his Oaths. Ha ? 

2 Lord, No, my Lord: Nor crop the Ears of them. 

Clot. W horſon Deg! I give him Satisfaction? Would 
he had been one of my Rank, 

2 Lord. To have ſmelt like a Fool. 

Clet. I am not vext more at any thing in the Earth, —a 
Pox on't. I had rather not be ſo Noble as I am; they 
dare not Fight with me, becauſe of the Queen my Mo- 
ther; every Jack-ſlave hath his Belly full of Fighting, ' 
and I muſt. go up and down like a Cock, that no body 
cad mad. | | Sf 

2 Lord. You. are a Cock and a Capon too, and you 
crow Cock, with your Comb, + { Aſide, 

Clot. Say'ft thou? JEW 

2 Lord. It is not fit your Lordſhip ſhould undertake _ 


every Companion, that you give offence to. | 


Clot. No: I know that: But it is fic I ſhould com- 
mit Offonce to my Iuferiors. * Lots, 
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2 Lord, Ay, it is fit for your Lordſhip only. 
Clot. Why fo I ſay. 
1 Lord, Did you hear of a Stranger that's come to 
Court to Night ? | 
Clor, A Stranger, and I not know on't ? not. 
2 Lerd. He's a ſtrange Fellow bimſelf, and knows it 
1 Lord, There's an Italian come, and 'tis thought one 
of Leonatus's Friends. 
Clot, Leonatus! A baniſh'd Raſcal; and he's another, 
wherefoever he be. Who told you of this Stranger? 
1 Lord, One of your Lordfhip's Pages. 
Clot. Is it fit L went to lock upon him? Is there no 
derogation in't ? 
2 Lord, You cannot derogate, my Lord, 
Clot. Nat eaſily, I think. | 4 
2 Lord. Youare a Fool granted, therefore your Iſſues 
being Fooliſh, do not derogate, 
Clot. Come, I'll go fee this Italian: What I have loſt to 
Day at Bowls, I'H win to Night of him. Come, go. 
2 Lord, Vl attend your Lordſhip. Exit Clot. 
That ſuch a crafty Devil as his Mother, 
Should yield the World this Aſs; A Woman, that 


Bears all down wich her Brain, and this her Son, 


Cannot take two from twenty for his Heart, 

And leave Eighteen. Alas, poor Princeſs, 

Thou divine Imogen, what thou endur'ft, 

Berwixt a Father by thy Step-dame govern'd, 

A Mother hourly coining Plots; a Wooer, 

More hateful than the foul Expulſion is 

Of thy dear Husband, than that horrid Act 

Of the divorce— he'll make the Heav'ns hold firm 
The Walls of thy dear Honour; keep unſhak'd 
That Temple thy fair Mind. that thou may'ſt ſtand 
1 enjoy thy baniſh'd Lord: And this great Land. [ Exe, 


SCENE II. A magnificent Bed- chamber, in one 


Part ef it a large Trunk. 
Imogen is diſcover'd reading in her Bed, a Lady attending. 
Imo. Who's there? My Woman Helen? F * 


Lady. Pleaſe you, — 
Ano. What Hour is it?) 


£ 
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Imo. I have read three Hours then, mine Eyes are weak, 
Fold down the Leaf where | have left, to Bed | 
Take not away the Taper, leave it burning: 

K And if thou canſt awake by four o'th' Clock, 

E I pry thee call me--- Sleep hath ſeiz'd me wholly, 

i | | [Exit Lady, 

Io your Protection 1 commend me, Gods, 

„ From Fairies, and the Tempters of the Night, 

9 Guard me, beſeech ye. | _  [Sleeps, 

4 — {Tachimo riſes from the Trunk. 

4 Iach. The Crickets (ing, and Man's o'er-labour'd Senſe 

RNepairs it ſelf by Reſt: Our Tarquin thus 

| Did ſoftly preſs the Ruſhes, ere he waken'd 

* The Chaſtity he wounded. Cy therea, 

How bravely thou becom'ſt thy Bed! Freſh Lilly, 

And whiter than the Sheets! That J might touch, 

But kiſs, one kiſs — Rubies unparayon'd 

j How dearly they do't 'Tis her Breathing that 

| Perfumes the Chamber thus: The Flame o'th' Taper 

9 Bows toward her, and would under-peep her Lids, 

Io ſee th! inclofed Lights now Canopy'd 

Under the Windows, white and Azure, lac'd 

With Blue of Heav'ns own tin& — but my Deſign's 

To Note the Chamber —— 1 will write all doo n 

| Such, and ſuch Pictures — there the Window,—- ſuch 

 Th' Adornment of her Bed — the Arras, Figures — 

= W hy ſuch, and ſuch ---- and the Contents o'th' Story 

| Ah, but ſome natural Notes about her Body, 

: Above ten thouſand meaner Moveables 

Would teſtifie, t'enrich mine Inventory. 

O Sleep, thou Ape of Death, lye dull upon her, 

5 And be her Senfe but as a Monument, | 

Thus in a Chapel lying. Come off, come off.. 

kate off her Bracelet. 

A. s ſlippery as the Gordian-knot was hard. 

5 *Tis mine, and this will witneſs outwardly, - 

As ftrongly as the Conſcience does within, 

To th' madding of her Lord. On her left Breaſt 
A Mole Cinque-ſpotted Like the Crimſon Drope 
I'th' bottom of a Cowſlip. Here's a Voucher, 
Stronger than ever Law could make: This Secret 
Will force him think 1 ys pick'd the Lock, and'ta'em 


* 


| 
} 


26 CymMBELINE. 


The Treaſure of her Honour. No more — to what end? 
Why ſhould I write this down, that's rivetted, 
Screw'd to my Memory, She hath been reading late, 
The Tale of Tereus, here the Leat's turn'd down 
Where Philomele gave up —— I have enough, 

To th' Trunk again, and ſhut the Spring of it, 
Swift, ſwift, you Dragons of the Night, that dawning 
May bear the Raven's Eye: I lodge in fear, 


Though this a heav'nly Angel, Hell is here. [Clock H riles. 


One, two, three: Time, time. 
He goes into the Trunk, the Scene cloſes, 


SCENE III. The Palace. 


| Enter Cloten and Lords. 

1 Lord, Your Lordſhip is the moſt patient Man in 
loſs, the moſt coldeſt that ever turn'd up Ace. 

Clot. It would make any Man cold to loſe, 

1 Lord. But not every Man patient, after the noble 
Temper of your Lordſhip; you are moft hot and fu- 
rious, when you win. | | 

Clot. Winning will put any Man into Courage: If 1 
could get this fooliſh Imogen, I ſhall have Gold enough: 
It's almoſt Morning, is't not? 

1 Lord. Day, my Lord. 

Clot. I would this Muſick would come: I am adviſed to 
give her Muſick a Mornings, they ſay it will penetrate, 

Enter Muſicians. 
Come on, Tune; if you can penetrate here with your 
Fingering, ſo; we'll try with Tongue too; if none 
will do, let her remain: But I'll never give o'er. 
Firſt, a very excelent good conceited thing; after a 


wonderful ſweet Air, with admirable. rich Words to 


it, and then let her conſider. 
SONG. 
Hark, hark, the Lark at Heav'n's Gate ſings, 
And Phoebus 'gins ariſe, 
His Steeds to Water at thoſe Springs 
On chalic'd Flow'rs that lyes : . | 
And winking Mary-buds begin to ope their Golden Eyes 
with every thing that pretty is, my Lady ſweet ariſe: 
Sa + as Ariſe, ariſe. | 
SO, 


*. 
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So, get you gone — if this penetrate, Iwill conſider your 
Mutick the better: If it do not, it is a Vice in her Ears, 
which Horſe-Hairs, and Cats-Guts, nor the Voice of 
unpav'd Eunuch to boot, can never amend, 


Enter Queen and Cymbeline. 


2 Lord, Here comes the King. | | 
Clot, I am glad I was up ſo late, for that's the Reaſon 
I was up ſo early : He cannot chuſe but take this Ser- 
vice I have done, Fatherly. Good Morrow to your 
Majeſty, and gracious Mother. 
Cym. Avid you here the Door of our ſtern Daughter? 
Will ſhe not forth ? 
Clot, I have aſſail'd her with Muſicks, but ſhe youch- 
ſafes no Notice. 
Cym, The Exile of her Minion is too new. 
She hath not yet forgot him, ſome more time 
Muſt wear the Print of his Remembrance out, 
And then ſhe's yours, | 
een, You are moſt bound to th' King, 
Who lets go by no Vantages, that may 
Prefer you to his Daughter : Frame your ſelf 
To orderly Solicits, and befriended 
With aptneſs of the Seaſon; make Denials 
Encreale your Services; ſo ſeem, as if 
You are inſpir'd to do thoſe Duties which 
You tender to her : That you in all obey her, 
Save when Command to your Diſmiſſion tends, 
And therein you are ſenſeleſs, | 
Clot. Senſeleſs? not ſo, 


Enter a Meſſenger, 


Meſ. So like you, Sir, Ambaſladors from Rome, 
The one is Caius Lucius, | 
Cym, A worthy Fellow, | 

Albeit he comes on angry purpoſe now; | 

But that's no Fault of his: We muſt receive him 

According to the Honour of his Sender, | 

And towards himſelf, his Goodneſs fore-ſpent on 

We muſt extend our Notice: Our dear Son, 

When you have given good Morning to your Miſtreſs, 

A-tend the Queen, and us, we ſhall have need | 
B 2 | T'employ 
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T'employ you towards this Roman. Come, our Queen, 
[ Exeunt, 
Slot. If ſhe be up, I'll ſpeak with her; if not, 
Let her lye ſtill, and dream: By your leave ho! 
I know her Women are about her what 
If I do line one of their Hands 'Tis Gold 
Which buys Admittance, oft it doth, yea, and makes 
Diana's Rangers falſe themſelves. and yield up 
Their Deer to th' ſtand o'th' Stealer: And 'tis Gold 
Which makes the True man kill'd, and ſaves the Thief; 
Nay, ſometimes hangs both Thief, and True-man : What 
Can it not do, and undo? I wil make 
Oue of her Women Lawyer to me, for 
I yet not underſtand the Caſe my ſelf. 
By your leave. [ Knocks, 
Enter a Lady, | 


Lady, Who's there that knocks ? 
Clot. A Gentleman. 
Lady. No more? | 
Clot, Yes, and a Gentlewoman's Son. 
Lady, That's more 
Than ſome whoſe Tailors are as dear as yours, 
Can juftly boaſt of: What's your Lordſhip's Pleaſure ? 
Clot, Your Lady's Perſon, is ſhe read, ? 
Lady. Ay, to keep her Chamber. 
C. There is Gold for you, 
Sell me your good Reporrt. 
Lady. How, mv good Name? or to report of you 
V hat 1 ſhall think is good. The Princeſs. 


Enter Imogen, 


Clot. Good Morrow Faireſt, Siſter your ſweet Hand. 
Imo. Good Morrow, Sir, you lay out too much Pains 
For purchaſing but Trouble: the Thanks | give, 
1s telling you that I am poor of Thanks, 
And fcarce can fpare them. 
Ciot, Still I ſwear I love you. 
Imo. If you'd but ſaid ſo, *twere as deep with me: 
If you ſwear ſtill, your Recompence is till 
That I regard it not. 
Clot. This is no Anſwer. | 
Imo. But that you ſhall not ſay, I yield being ſilent, 
; | | 1 
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I would not ſpeak, I pray you ſpare me, Faith 


J ſhall unfold equal Diſcourteſy : 
To your beſt Kindneſs: One of your great knowing 
Should learn, being taught, Forbearance, ? 
Clot. To leave you in your Madneſ:, *twere my Sin, 
I will not, | 
Imo. Fools are not mad Folks. 
Clot. Do you call me Fool ? 
Imo. As I am mad | do: 
If you'll be patient, I'll no more be mad. 
That cures us both, I am much ſorry, Sir, 
You put me to forget a Lady's Manners 
By being ſo verbal. And learn now for all, 
That I which know my Heart, do here pronounce 
By th' very truth of it, I care not for you, 
And am ſo near the lack of Charity 
To accuſe my ſelf, 1 hate you: which | had rather 
You felt, than mzke't my boaſt. 
Clot. You fin againſt 
Obedience, which you owe your Father; for 
The Contract you pretend with that baſe Wretch, 
One, bred of Alms, and foſter'd with cold Diſhes, 
With ſcraps o'th* Court, it is no Contract, none 
And ooh it be allow'd in meaner Parties, 
Yet who than he more mean, to knit their Souls 
On whom there is no more dependency 
But Brats and Begpary, in ſelf-hgar'd knot, 


| Yet you are curb'd from that Enlargement by 


The conſequence o'h' Crown, and mult not foil 
The precious Note of it; with a baſe Slave, 
A Hilding for a Livery, a Squire's Cloth, 
A Pantler; not ſo eminent. 
Imo. Prophane Fellow: 
Wert thou the Son of Fupiser, and no more 
But what thou art beſides, thou wert too baſe 
To be his Groom : thou wert dignify'd enough, 
Ev'n to the point of Envy, if 'twere made 
Comparative for your Vi tues, to be ſtild ,, 
The under Hangman ot his Kingdom; and hated 
For being preferr'd ſo well. 

Clot. The South-fog rot him, 
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Imo. He neyer can meet more Miſchance, than come 
To be but nam'd of thee, His meaneſt Garment 
That ever hath but clipt his Body, is dearer 
In my reſpe&, than all the Hairs above thee, 

Were they all made ſuch Men. How now, Piſanto? 
Enter Piſanio. 

Clot, His Garment? Now the Devil. 

Imo, To Dorothy, my Woman, hye thee preſently, 
Clot. His Garment? 

Imo. I am ſprighted with a Fool, 

Frighted, and angred worſe— Go bid my Woman 
Search for a Jewel, that too caſually 

Hath left mine arm—it was thy Maſter's. Shrew me 
If 1 would loſe it for a Revenue 

Of any King's in Europe. I do think, 

I ſaw't this Morning; confident I am, 

Laſt Night *twas on my Arm; I kiſs'd it. 

I hope it be nor gone, to tell my Lord 

That I kiſs ought but him. EN 

Piſ. Twill not be loſt. 

Imo. I hope ſo; go and ſearch, 7225 

Clot. You have abus d me— His meaneſt Garment i- 

Imo. Ay, I ſaid ſo, Sir, 
If you will make't an Action, call Witneſs to't. 

Clot. 1 will inform your Father. 

Imo. Your Mother too; 

She's my good Lady; and will conceive, I hope, 
But the worſt of me. So I leave you, Sir, 


To th* worſt of Diſcontent, [ Exit, 
Clot. Vil be reveng'd; 
His meaneſt Garment ?z—— Well. Exit. 


SCENE IV. Rome. 
Enter Poſthumus, and Philario, 


Poſt, Fear it not, Sir; I would 1 were ſo fure 
To win the King, as I am bold, her Honour 
Will remain hers. | 
Phil, What means do you make to him ? 
Poſt, Not any, but abide the change of Time, 
Quake in the-preſent Winter's ſtate, and with 
That warmer Days would come; in theſe fear'd Hopes 
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I barely gratify your Love; they failing 
I muſt die much your Debtor, 

Phil. Your very Goodneſs, and your Company, 
O'erpays all I can do. By this your King 
Hath heard of great Auguſtus; Cains Lucius 
Will do's Commiſſion throughly, And 1 think 
He'll grant the Tribute; ſend th' Arrearapes, 
Or look upon our Romans, Whoſe remembrance 
Is yet freſh in their Grief, 

Poſt, I do believe, | 
Statiit though I am none, nor like to be, 
That this will provea War; and you ſhall hear 
The Legion now in Gallia, ſooner landed 
In our not-fearing Britain, than have Tidings 
Of any penny Tribute paid. Our Countrymen 
Are Men more order'd than when Julius Ceſar 
Smil'd at their lack of Skill, but found their Courage 
Worthy his frowning at. Their Diſcipline, | 
Now mingled with their Courages, will make known 
To their Approvers, they are People, ſuch 
That mead upon the World. 

Enter Iachimo; 

Phil. See Iachimo. | 

Poſt, The ſwifteſt Harts have / poſted you by Land; 
And Winds -of all the Corners kiſs'd your Sails, 
To make your Veſle] nimble. 

Phil, We'come, Sir. | 

Poſt. 1 hope the Briefneſs of your Anſwer made 
The ſpeedineſs of your Return. 0 

lach. Your Lady, 

Is one of the faireſt that ever I look'd upon, 

Poſt, And therewithal the beſt, or let her Beaw'y 
Look through a-Caſement to allure falſe Hearts, 
And be falſe with them. oe 

Jach, Here are Letters for you. 

Poſt, Their Tenure good, I truſt. 

lach. 'Tis very like. | 

Poſt, Was Caius Lucius in the Britain Court, 
When you were there ? 1 8 

lach. He was expected then, 

But not approach'd. 
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Poſt. All is well yet. 
Sparkles this Stone as it was wont, or is't not 
Too dull for your good wearing ? 

lach. If I have Joſt it, 
1 ſhould have loſt the Worth of it in Gold; 
I'll make a Journey twice as far, t'enjoy 
A ſecond-Night ef ſuch ſweet Shortneſs, which 
Was mine in Britain, for the Ring is won. 

Poft, The Stone's too hard to come by. 

lach. Not a whit, 
Your Lady being ſo eaſy, 

Poſt. Make not, Sir, 
Your Loſs, your Sport; 1 hope you know that we 
Muſt not continue Friends, | 

lach. Good Sir, we muſt, 
If you keep Covenant; had I not brought 
The Knowledge of your Miftreſs home, I grant 
We were to queſtion farther; but I now 
Profeſs my felf the winner of her Honour, | 
Together with your Ring; and not the Wronger 
Ot her, or you, having proceeded but 
By both your Wills. 
Poſt. If you can make't apparent 
That you have taſted her in Bed; my Hand, 
And Ring is yours, If not, the foul Opinion 
You had of her poor Honour, gains, or loſes 
Your Sword or mine, or maſterleſs leaves both 


To who ſhall find them. 


lach, Sir, my Circumſtances 
Being ſo near the Truth, as I will make them, 
Muſt firſt is duce you to believe; whoſe Strength 
I will confirm with Oath, which I doubt not 
You'll! give me leave to ſpare, when you ſhall find 
You need it not, f 8 

Poſt. Proceed. 

lach. Firſt, her Bed- chamber, 
Where I confeſs I flept not, but profeſs 
Had that was well worth Watching, it was hang'd 
With Tapeſtry of Silk and Silver; the Story 
Proud Cleopatra, when ſhe met her Roman, 
And Cidnus ſwell'd above the Banks, or for 5 
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The Preſs of Boats, or Pride: A piece of Work 


So bravely done, ſo rich, that it did ſtrive 


In Workmanſhip, and Value, which I wonder'd 

Could be ſo rarely, and ex:@ly wrought, 

Since the true Lite on't was | 
Poſt. This is true; 

And this you might have heard of here, by me, 


Or by ſome other. 


lach. More particulars 
Muft juſtify my Knowledge. 

Poſt, So they muſt, 

Or do your Honour Injury. 

Iach. The Chimney 
Is South the Chamber, and the Chimney-piece 
Chaſte Dian, bathing ; never ſaw 1 Figures 
So likely to report themſelves; the Cutter 
Was as another Nature dumb, out-went her, 
Motion and Breath left our, 

Poſt, This is a thing 
Which you might from Relation likewiſe read, 
Being, as it is, much ſpoke of, 
lach. The Roof o'th' Chamber 
With golden Cherubims is fretted. Her Andirons, 

1 had forgot them, were two winking Cupids 
Of Silver, each on one Foot ſtanding, nicely 
Depending. on their Brands, 

Poft, This is her Honour; 1 
Let it be granted you have ſeen all this, and praiſe 
Be given to your Remembrance, the Defeription 
Of what is in her Chamber, nothing ſaves 
The Wager you have laid, 

lach. Then if you can {| Pulling out the Bracelets, 
Be pale, I beg but leave to air this Jewel: See 
And now tis up again; it muſt be married 
To that your Diamond. I'll keep them. 

Poſt, Fove! 7 
Once more let me behold ir: Is it that 
Which I left with her? 

lach. Sir, I thank her, that: 

She ſtrip'd it from her Arm, I ſee her yet. 
Her preiiy Action did qut-ſell her Gift, 
'S | B 5 And 
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And yet enrich'd it too; ſhe gave it me, 
And ſaid ſhe priz'd it once, 

_ Poſt. May be, ſhe pluck'd it off 
To ſend it me. | 

Iach. She writes ſo to you? doth ſhe? 

Poſt. O no, no, no, 'tis true. Here take this too, 
It is a Baſilisk unto mine Eye, 
Kills me to look on't: Let there be no Honour, 
Where there is Beauty, Truth, where Semblance, Love, 
Where there's another Man, The Vows of Women 
Of no more Bondage be, to where they are made, 
Than they are to their Virtues, which is nothing); 
O, above Meaſare falſe! 

Phil Have Patience, Sir, 
And take your Ring again : *tis not yet won; 
It may be probable ſhe loſt it; or | 
Who knows if one of her Women, being corrupted, 
Hath ſtoln it from her. | 

Poſt, Very true, 
And ſo I hope he came by't; back my Ring, 


Render to me ſome corporal Sign about her 


More evident than this; for this was ſtole. 

lach, By Jupiter, I had it from her arm. 

Poſt. Hark you, he ſwears; by Fupirer he ſwears, 
'Tis true— nay keep the Ring—'tis true; 1am ſure 
She could not loſe it; her Attendants are 
All ſworn and honourable; they induc'd to ſteal it! 
And by a Stranger! — no, he hath enjoy'd her, 
The cognizance of her Incontinency 
Is this: ſhe hath bough the Name of W hore, thus dearly. 
There, take thy hire, and all the Fiends of Hell 
Divide themſelves between you! | 
Phi. Sir, be patient; 

This is not ſtrong enough to be believ'd, 


Of one perſuaded well of —— 


Poſt, Never talk on't; 
She hath been colted by him, 

Iach. If you ſeek 
For further ſatisfying; under her Breaſt, 
Worthy the prefling, lies a Mole, right proud 
Of that moſt delicate Lodging. By my Life 
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T niſt it, and it gave N hunger 
To feed again, though full, You do remember 
This ſtain upon her ? 
Poſt. Ay, and it doth confirm 
Another ſtain, as big as Hell can hold, 
Were there no more but it. 
Iach. Will you hear more? 
Poſt. Spare your Arithmetick. 
Never count the Turns: Once, and à Million. 
Iach T'il be ſworn — 
Poſi, No ſwearing : 
If you will (wear you have not done't, you le, 
And 1 will kill thee if thou doſt deny 
Thou't made me Cuckold. 
Jach, I'll deny nothing. 
Poſt. O that I had her here, to tear her Limb- meal; 
I will go there and do't i'th' Court before 
Her Father — I'll do ſomething 
Phil, Quite beſides 
The Government of Patience, You have won; 
Let's follow him, and pervert the preſent Wrath 
He hath againſt himſelf, | 
lach, With all my Heart, [ Exennt, 
LING Enter Poſthumus. Wy, 
Poſt, Is there no way for Men to be, but Women 
Muſt be half-workers? We are all Baſtards, 
And that moſt yenerable Man, which I | 
Did call my Father, was, I know not where, 
When I was ſtampt. Some Coiner with his Tools 
Made me a Counterfeit; yet my Mother ſeem'd 


The Dian of that time; ſo doth my Wife 


The Non-pareil of this — Oh Vengeance, Vengeance 
Me of my lawful Pleaſure ſhe reſtrain'd, 

And pray'd me oft Forbearance; did it with 

A Pudency fo Roſie, the ſweet View on't 

Might well have warm'd old Saturn 


That I thought her 


As Chaſte as unſun'd Snow. Oh, all the Devils! 
This yellow Iachimo in an Hour —— was't not 
Or leſs; at firſt? Perchance ſpoke not, but g 
Like a full Acorn'd Boar, a German one, 

; cry d 
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Cry'd oh, and mounted; found no Oppoſition 
But what he look'd for, ſhould oppoſe, and ſhe 
Should from Encounter guard. Could 1 find out 
The Woman's part in me, for there's no Motion. 
That tends to Vice in Man, but J affirm 

It is the Woman's part; be it lying, note it, 

The Womaa's; Flattering, hers; Deceiving, hers; 
Luft, and rank Thoughts, hers, hers; Revenges hers; 
Ambitions, . change of Prides, Diſdain, 
Nice-longing, Slanders, Mutability: 

All Faults that may be named, nay, that Hell knows 
Why hers, in part, or all; or rather all. For even to Vice 
They are not conſtant, but are changing ſtill; 

One Vice, but of a minute old, for one 

Not halt ſo old as that, I'll write againſt them. 
Deteſt them, curſe them — yet ' tis greater Skill 

In a true Hate, to pray they have their Will; | 
The very Devils cannot plague them better. Exit. 


ACT UL SCENTE-T; 
SCENE A Palace. 


Enter in State, Cymbeline, Queen, Cloten. and Lords at 
ne Door: and at another, Caius Lucius and Attendants. 


Cym. N OW ſay, what would Auguſtus Ceſar withus ? 


Lac. When Julius Ceſar, whoſe remem- 
brance yet | 
Lives in Mens Eyes, and will to Ears and Tongues 
Be Theam, and hearing ever, was in this Britain, 
And conquer'd it, Caſſibelan thine Uncle, 
Famous in Cefar's Praiſes, no whit leſs 
Than in his Feats deſerving it for him 
And his Succeſſion, granted Rome a Tribute, 
Yearly three thouſand Pounds; which by thee lately 
1s left untender'd. — 5 — | 
 Oxmeen. And to kill the marvail, 
Shall be ſo ever. br 
Clor. There be many Ceſars, 
Ere ſuch another Julius: Britain's a World 
By it ſelf, and we will nothing pay 
For 
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For wearing our own Noſes. 

Queen, That Opportunity 
Which then they had to take from's, to reſume- 
We have again; remember, Sir, my Leige, 

The Kings your Anceſtors, together with 

The natural Bravery of your Iſle, which Rands 

As Neptune's Park ribbed, and paled in 

With Oaks unskalable, and roaring Waters, 

With Sand that will not bear your Enemies Boats, 
But ſuck them up to th' Top-maſt. A kind of Conqueft- 
Ceſar: made here, but made not here his .brag. 

Of; came, and ſaw, and overcame, with ſhame, 
The firft that eyer touch'd him, he was carried 

From off our Coaſt, twice beaten; and his Shipping, 
Poor ignorant Baubles; on our terrible Seas, 

Like Egg ſhells, mov'd upon their Surges, crack'd 
As eaſtly 'gainſt our Rocks. For Joy whereof, 

The fam'd Caſſibelan, who was once at point, 

Oh giglet Fortune] to maſter Cæſar's Sword, 

Made Lud's Town with rejoicing Fires bright, 

And Pritains ſtrut with Courage. 

Clot, Come, there's no more Tributeto be paid, Our 
Kingdom is ſtronger than it was at that time; and, as J 
faid, there is no more ſuch Cæſars; other of them may 
have crook'd Noſes, but to owe ſuch ſtrait Arms, none. 

Cym, Son, let your Mother end. 

Clot, We have yet miny among us, can pripe as hard 
as Caſſibelan, I do not ſay I am one; but 1 have a 
hand, Why Tribute ? Why ſhould we pay Tribute ? If 
Ceſar can hide the Sun from us with a.Blanker, or put 
the Moon in his Pocket, we will pay him Tribute fer 
Light; elſe, Sir, no more Tribute, pray you now.. 

Cym. You muſt know, 

*Ti!l the injurious Romans did extort | 

This Tribute from us, we were free, Cæſar's Ambition, 
Which ſwell'd ſo much, that it did almoſt ſtretch 
The tides o' th' World, againſt all Colour here, 
Did put the Yoke upon's; which to ſhake off 
Becomes a warlike People, whom we reckon 
Our ſelves to be? we do, Say then to Ceſar, 
Our Avc:ſtor was that Mulmutius, which 
Ordain'd our Laws, whoſe uſe the Sword of Cæſar : 
| Hat 
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Hath too much mangled; whoſe repair and franchiſe, 
Shall by the Power we hold be our good deed, [ Laws: 
Though Rome be therefore angry. Malmutius made our 
Who was the firſt of Britain. which did put 

His Brows Within a golden Crown, and call'd 
Himſelf a King. | 

Luc. I am ſorry, Cymbeline, | 
That I am to pronounce Auguſtus Ceſar, 

Ceſar that hath more Kings his Servants, than 

Thy ſelf Domeſtick Officers, thine Enemy. 
Receive it from me then, War, and Confuſion 
In Cæſar's Name pronounce I againſt thee : Look 
For Fury, not to be reſiſted. Thus defy'd, 

I thank thee for my ſelf, 

Cym. Thou art welcome, Caius, 

Thy Ceſar Knighted me; my Youth I ſpent 
Much under bim: Of him, I gather'd Honour, 
W hich he, to ſeek of me again, perforce, 
Behooves me keep at utterance, I am perfect, 
That the Pannonians and Dalmatians, for 

Their Liberties, are now in Arms: A Precedent 
Which not to read, would ſhew the Britains cold: 
So Ceſar ſhall not find them. | 

Luc. Let Proof ſpeak. 1 

Clot. His Majeſty bids you Welcome. Make Paſtime 
with us a Day, or two, or longer: If you ſeek us at— 
terwards in other terms, you ſhall find us in our Salt- 
water Girdle: If you beat us out of it, it is yours: If 

ou fall in the Adventure, our Crows ſhall fare the 
boner for you: And there's an end. 

Luc. So, Sir. 

Cym. I know your Maſter's Pleafure, and he mine: 
All the Remain, is welcome, Exount. 
Enter Piſanio reading à Letter. 

Piſ. How? of Adultery ? Wherefore write you not 
What Monſters her accuſe? Leonatus / | 
Oh Maſter, what a ſtrange Infection 
Is fall'n into thy Ear? What falſe Jralian, 

As poiſonous tongu'd, as handed, hath preyail'd 
On thy too ready hearing? Diſloyal? No, 
She's puniſh'd for her Truth; and undergoes 
Morte Goadeſs-like, than Wife-like, ſuch Aſfſaults 


As 
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As would take in ſome Virtue, Oh my Maſter, 
Thy Mind to her, is now as low, as were 
Thy Fortunes, How? That I ſhould Murther her, 
Upon the Love, and Truth, and Vows, which I 
Have made to thy Command! — I her!— Her Blood! 
If it be ſo, to do good Service, never 
Let me be counted ſerviceable. How look TI, 
That 1 ſhould ſeem to lack Humanity, | 
So much as this Fact comes to? Dg't — the Letter 
Reading. 
That T have ſent her, by her own Command, 
Shall give the Opportunity. Oh damn'd Paper ! 
Black as the Ink that's on thee : Senſeleſs Bauble ! 
Art thou a Fœdarie for this act; thou look'ſt 
So Virgin-like without? Lo here ſhe comes. 
. Enter Imogen. 
J am ignorant in what I am commanded, 
Imo. How now, Piſani ? 
Piſ. Madam, here is a Letter from my Lord, 
Imo. Who! thy Lord? that is my Lord Leonatus ? 
Oh, learn'd indeed were that Aſtronomer 
That] knew the Stars, as I his Characters, 
He'd lay the Future open. You good Gods, 
Let what is here contain'd, reliſh of Love, 
Of my Lord's Health, of his Content, yet not 
That we two are aſunder, let that grieve him : 
Some Griefs are medicinable, that is one of them, 
For it doth phyſick Love, of his Content, 
All but in that. Good Wax, thy leave: bleſt be. 
You Bees that make theſe Locks of Counſel. Lovers, 
And Men in dangerous Bonds pray not alike, 
Though Forfeitures you caſt in Priſon, yet 
You claip young Cupid's Tables : good News, Gods. 
Reading. 5 
Uſtice, and your Father's Wrath, ſhould he take me in 
his Dominion, could not be ſo cruel to me, as you, oh 
Ihe deareſt of Creatures, would even renew me with your 
Eyes. Take notice that I am in Cambria ar Milford-Ha- 
ven: What your own Love will out of this adviſe you, ſol- 
low. So he wiſhes you all Happineſs, that remains Loyal 
to his Vow, and your e in Love. . 
: | | Leonatus denn 
O 
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Oh for a Horſe with Wings! Hear'ſt thou, Piſanis? 
He is at Milford-Haven. Read, and tell me 

How far *tis thither. If one of mean Affairs 

May plod it in a Week, why may not ! 

Glide thither in a day? then, true Piſanio, 
Who long'ſt like me, to ſee thy Lord; who long'ſt, 
(Oh let me bate) but not like me, yet long'ſt 

But in a fainter kind — Oh not like me; 

For mine's beyond, beyond —ſay, and ſpeak thick: 
Love's Counſellor ſhould fill the Bores of Hearing 
To th' ſmothering of the Senſe — how far it is 
To this ſame bleſſed Mitford? And by th' way 

Tell me how Wales was made ſo happy, as 

T' inherit ſuch a Haven. But firſt of all, 

How may we ſteal from hence: And for the Gap 
That we ſhall make in time, from our hence going, 
And our re'urn, to excuſe-----but firſt, how get hence. 
Why ſhould Excuſe be born or e'er begot? 
We'll talk of that hereafter. Prithee ſpeak, 

| How many Score of Miles may we well ride 
*Twixt Hour and Hour ? 

Piſ. One Score 'twixt Sun, and Sun, 

Madam's enough for yow: And too much too, 

Imo. Why, one that rode to's Execution, Man, 
Could never go ſo flow: I have heard of riding Wagers, 
Where Horſes have been nimbler than the Sands 
That runs i'th' Clocks behalf, But this is Foolery, 
Go, bid my Women feign a Sickneſs, ſay 
She'll home to her Father, and provide me preſent 
A riding Suit: No coftlier than would fit 
A Franilin's Houſewife. 

Piſ. Madam, you're beſt conſider, 
Imo. I ſee before me, Man, nor here, nor here, 
Nor what enſues, but have a Fog in them, 
That I cannot look thorough. Away, I prithee, 
Do as I bid thee; there's no more to ſay; 
Acceſſible is none but Milford way. Il [Exeunt? 


SCENE II. A Foreſt with a Cave. 


Enter Bellarius, Guiderius, and Arviragus. . 


Bel. A goodly Day, not to keep Houſe with ſuch, 
Whoſe 
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W hoſe Roof's as low as ours: See, Boys! this Gate 
Inſtructs you how t'adorecthe Heav'ns; and bows you 
To a morning's holy Office. The Gates of Monarchs 
Are arch'd fo high, that Giants may get through 

And keep their impious Turbands on, without 

Good Morrow to the Sun. Hail, thou fair Heav'a, 
Wie houſe i'th' Rock, yet uſe thee not ſo hardly, 

As prouder Livers do, 

Guid. Hail, Heay'n! 

Arv. Hail, Heav'n! | COIN 

Bel. Now for our Mountain Sport, up to yond Hill, 
Your Legs are young: I'll tread theſe Flats. Conſider, 
When you above perceive me like a Crow, 

That it is Place which leflens and ſets off, 

And you may then revolve what Tales I have told you, 
Of Courts of Princes, of the tricks in War, 

This Service, is not Service, ſo being done, 

But being ſo allow'd. To ee. thus, 
Dias us a profit from all things we ſee: 

And often to our Comfort, ſhall we find 

The fharded Beetle, in a ſafer hold 

Than is the full-wing'd Eagle. Oh this Life, 

Is nobler than attending for a Check; 

Richer, than doing nothing for a Bauble 
Prouder than ruſtling in unpaid-for Silk: 

Such gain the Cap of him, that makes them fine, 
Yet keeps his Book uncroſs'd; no Life to ours. 

Guid. Out of your Proof you ſpeak ; we poor unfledg'd 
Have never wing'd from view o' tb' Neſt; nor know not 
What Air's from Home, Hap'ly this Life is beſt, 
If quiet Life is beſt; ſweeter to you 
That have a ſharper known : well correfponding 
With your ſtiff Age; but unto us it is 
A Cell of Ignorance; travelling a-Bed, 

A Priſon or a Debtor, that not dares 
To ſtride a limit. 

Arv. What ſhould we ſpeak of * 

When we are old as you? when we ſhall hear 
The Rain and Wind beat dark December? How, 
In this our pinching Cave, ſhall we diſcourſe 

The freez'ng Hours away? we have ſeen nothing, 


We 
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We are beaſtly; ſubtle as the Fox for Prey, 
Like warlike as the Wolf, for what we eat: 
Our Valour is to chaſe what flies, our Cage 
We make a Quire, as doth the priion'd Bird, 
And ſing our Bondage freely. 
bel. How you ſpeak? 
Did you but know the City's Uſuries, 
And felt them knowingly ; the «rt o'th' Court, 
As hard to leave, as keep, whoſe top to climb 
Is certain falling, or ſo ſlipp'sy that 
The Fear's as bad as Falling. The Toil o'th* War, 
A Pain, that only ſeems to ſeek out Danger 
I'ch' name of Fame, and Honour; which dies i'th' ſearch, 
And hath as oft a ſlandrous Epitaph, 
As Record of fair act nay, many time | 
Doth ill deſerve, by doing well: what's worſe 
* Muſt curt'ſie at the Cenſure, Oh Boys, this Story 
The World may read in me: My Body's mark'd 
With Roman Swords; and my Report was once 
Firſt with the beſt of Note. Cymbeline lov'd me, 
And when a Soldier was the Theam, my Name 
Was not far off: Then was I as a Tree 
Whoſe Boughs did bend with Fruit, But in one Night, 
0 A Storm or Robbery, call it what you will, 
j Shook down my mellow Hangings, nay my Leaves, 
| And left me bare to Weather. 
| Guid. Uncertain Favour ! 5 
Bel. My Fault being nothing, as I have told you oft, 
But that two Villains, whoſe falſe Oaths prevail'd 
N Before my perfect Honour, ſwore to Cymbeline, 
: 1 was Confederate with the Romans: So 
Follow'd my Baniſhment, and this twenty Years, 
=. This Rock, and theſe Demeſnes, have been my World, 
Where I have liv'd at honeſt Freedom, pay'd 
More pious Debts to Heav'n, than ia all 
The fore-end of my time --- But, up to th' Mountains, 
This is not Hunters Language; he that ſtrikes 
The Veniſon firſt, ſhall be Lord o'th' Feaſt, 
To him the other two ſhall miniſter, | 
And we will fear no Poiſon, which attends 
In place of greater State : 


\ 


I'll 
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' I'll meet you in the Valleys, [ Exeunt, 


How hard it is to hide the Sparks of Nature ? 

Theſe Boys know little they are Sons to th'King, 

Nor Cymbeline dreams that they are alive, [meanly 

They think they are mine, and tho' train'd up thus 

I' th' Cave, where, on the Bow, their Thoughts do hit 

The Roofs of Palaces, and Nature prompts them 

In ſimple and low things, to Prince it, much 

Beyond the Trick of others, This Polydor, 

The Heir of Cymbeline and Britain, whom 

The King his Father call'd Guiderius Fove / 

When on my three-foot Stool 1 fit, and tell 

The warlike Feats 1 have done, his Spirits fly out 

Into my Story : Say, thus mine Enemy fell, 

And thus 1 ſet my Foot on's Neck, even then 

The Princely Blood flows in his Cheek, he ſweats, 

Strains his young Nerves, and puts himſelf in poſture 

That acts my Words, The younger Brother Cadwall, 

Once Arwviragus, in as like a Figure 

Strikes Life into my Speech, and ſhews much more 

His own conceiving. Hark, the Game is rouz'd —— 

Oh Cymbeline! Heav'n and my Conſcience knows 

Thou didft unjuſtly baniſh me: whereon | 

At three and two Years old, I ſtole theſe Babes, 

Thinking to bar thee of Succeſſion, as | 

Thou reft'ſt me of my Lands. Euriphile, | 

Thou waſt their Nurſe, they took thee for their Mother, 

And every day do Honour to her Grave; | 

My ſelf Bellarius that am Morgan call'd, | | 

They take for natural Father, The Game is up. [ Exit. 
5 Enter Piſanio and Imogen. [Place 
Imo. Thou told'ſt me when we came from Horſe the 

Was near at hand: Ne'er long'd my Mother fo 

To ſee me firſt, as I have now —— Piſanio 

Where is Poſthumus? What is in thy Mind 

That makes thee ſtare thus? Wherefore breaks that Sigh 

From th' inward of thee? One but painted thus 

Would be interpreted a thing perplex'd 

Beyond ſelf-explication. Put thy felf . 

Into a *haviour of leſs Fear, ere Wildneſs 

Vanquiſh my ſteadier Senſes, What's the Matter? 


Why 
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Why tendei'it thou that Paper to me, With 
A Lok untender ? if't be Summer News, 


Smile to't before, if Winterly, thou need'ſt 


But keep that Count'nance ſtill. My Husband's Hand? 
That drug-damn'd Zaly, hath out- craftied him, 
And he's at ſome hard point, Speak, Man; thy Tongue 
May take off ſome Extremity, which to read 
Would be even Mortal to me. 
P. ſ. Pleale you read, 
Ar d you ſhall find me, wretched Man, a thing 
The moſt diſdain'd of Fortune. 
Imogen reads. | | 
8 © HY Miſire/s, Piſanio, hath play'd the Strumpet in 
my Bed: The Teſftimenies wherof iye bleeding in me. 
1 /feak not out of weak Surmiſes , but from Proof as ſtrong 
as my Grief, and as certain as I expect my Revenge. That 
part thou Pilanio, muſt aft for me, if thy Faith be not 
tainted with the breach cf hers; let thine own Hands take 
away her Life : I ſhall give thee opportunity at Milford- 


Haven, She hath my Letter for the purpoſe ; where, if thou | 


fear to ſtrike, and to make me certain it is done, thon art the 

Pander to her Diſhonour, and equally to me Difloyal. 
Piſ. What ſhall I need to draw my Sword, the Paper 

Hath cut her Throat already. No, *tis Slander, 

Whoſe Edge is ſharper than the Sword, whoſe Tongue 

Out-venomsall the Worms of Nile, whoſe Breath 

Rides on the poſting Winds, and doth belye 

All Corners of the World, Kings, Queens, and States; 

Maids, Matrons, nay the Secrets of the Grave 

This viperous Slander enters, What chear, Madam?“ 
Imo. Falſe to his Bed! What is it to be falſe ? 

To lie in watch there, andto think on him? -- 

To weep ' twixt Clock and Clock? If Sleep charge Nature, 


To break it with a fearful Dream of him, 


And cry my ſelf awake? that's falſe to's Bed, is it? 
Piſ. Alas, good Lady! 
Imo. I falſe? thy Conſcience witneſs, Tachimo, 
Thou didſt accuſe him of Incontinency, 
Thou then lo k'dſt like a Villain: Now, methinks, 
Thy Favour's good enough. Some Jay of Italy, 


W hoſe Mother was her painting, hath bettay'd him: 


Poor 


2 


re 
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| Poor I am ſtale, a Garment out of Faſhion, | 
And for I am richer than to hang by th' Walls, 


I mult be ript; to pieces with me: Oh, 
Mens Vows are Womens Traitors, All good ſeeming 
By thy Revolt, oh Husband, ſhall be thought 
Put on for Villany : not born where't grows, 
But worn a Bait Ge Ladies. 
Piſ. Good Madam, hear me 
Imo. True honeſt Men being heard, like falſe Zneas, 
Were in his time thought falſe: And Synon's weeping 
Did fcandal many a holy Tear; tcok piry 
From moſt true Wretchedneſs. So thou Poſthumus, 
Wilt lay the leven to all proper Men; 
Goodly, and Gallant, ſhall be Falſe and Perjur'd, 
From thy great fall: Come, Fellow, be thou honeſt, 
Do thou thy Maſter's bidding. When thou ſeeſt him, 
A little witneſs my Obedience. Look, 
i draw the Sword my ſelf, take it, and hit 
The innocent Manſion of my Love, my Heart, 
Fear not, tis empty of all things, but Grief: 
Thy M.ſter is not there, who was indeed 
The Riches of it. Do his bidding, ftrike, 
Thou may'ſt be valiant in a better Cauſe ; 
But now thou ſeem'ſt a Coward, © 
Piſ. Hence, vile Inſtrument, 
Thou ſhall not damn my Hand, 
Imo. Why, I muſt die, 
And if I do not by thy Hand, thou art 
No Servant of thy Maſter's. Againſt Self-ſlaughter 
There is a Prohibition ſo divine | 
That cravens my weak Hand : Come here's my Heart — 
Something's afore't — Soft, ſoft, we'll no defence; 
Tek Opening ber Bre 1ſt, 
Obedient as the Scabbard. What is here, 
The Scriptures' of the Loyal Leonatus, 
All turn'd to Herelie? Away, away, | 
[Pulling his Letter out of her Boſom. 
Corrupters of my Faith, you ſhall no more | 


Be Stomachers to my Heart: Thus may poor Fools 


Believe falſe Teachers: Though thoſe that are betray'd 
Do feel the Treaſon ſharply, yet the Traitor > 
| | | Stan 
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Stands in worſecaſe of Woe. And thou Poſthumus, 
That didſt ſet up my Diſobedience gainſt the King 
My Father, and mad'ſt me put into contempt the Suits 
Of Princely Fellows; ſhalt hereafter find 
It is no act of common Paſſage, but 
A ſtrainof Rareneſs : And I grieve my ſelf, 
To think, when thou ſhalt be diſedg'd by her, 
That now thoutireſt on, how thy Memory 
Will then be pang'd by me. Prithee diſpatch, 
The Lamb intreats the Butcher, Where's the Knife! 
Thou art too ſlow to do thy Maſter's bidding, 
When I defire it too, 
Piſ. O gracious Lady! 
Since I receiv'd Command to do this Buſineſs 
I have not ſlept one wink. 
Immo. Do't, and to bed then, 
Piſ. I'll break mine Eye-balls firſt, 
Imo. Wherefore then | 
Didſt undertake it? why haſt thou abus'd: 
So many Miles, with a Pretence? this Place? 
Mine Action? and thine own? our Horſes Labour? 
The time inviting thee? the perturb'd Court 
For my being abſent? whereunto I never 
Purpoſe Return; why haſt thou gone ſo far 
To be unbent? whenthou haſt ta'en thy Rand, 
Th'elected Deer before thee ? 
Piſ. But to win time FE 
To loſe ſo bad Employment, in the which 
I have conſider'd of a Courſe; good Lady, 
Hear me with Patience. 
Imo. Talk thy Tongue weary, ſpeak; 
I have heard I am a Strumpet, and mine Ear, 
Therein falſe ſtruck, can take no greater Wound, 
Nor Tent, to bottom that. But ſpeak, 
Piſ. Then, Madam, | 
I thought you would not back again. 
Imo. Moſt like, I 
Bringing me here to kill me, 
Piſ. Not ſo neither; 
But if I were as wile, as honeſt, then 
My Purpoſe would prove well; it cannot be, 
, | But 
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But that my Maſter is abus'd, ſome Villain, 
Ay, and ſingular in his Art, hath done you both 
This curſed. Injury. 
Imo. Some Roman Curtezan ? 
- Piſ. No, on my Life; 
I' give him Notice you are dead, and ſend him 
some bloody Sign of it. For 'tis commanded 
1 ſhould do ſo; you ſhall be miſs'd at Court, 
And that will well confirm it. | 
Imo. Why, good Fellow; 
What ſhall I do the while? Where bide ? How live? 
Or in my Life what comfort, when I am | 
1 to my Husband? 
Piſ. If you'll back to th' Court. 
Imo. No Court, no Father; nor no more ado 
With that harſh, noble, ſimple nothing, 
That Cloten; whoſe Lovye-ſuit hath been to me 
As fearful as a Siege. | 
Piſ. If not at Court, 
Then not in Britain muſt you bide. 
Imo. Where then? 
Hath Britain all the Sun that ſhines? Day? Night? 
Are they not but in Britain? I'th* World's Volume 
Our Britain ſeems as of it, but not in't; 
In a great Pool a Swan's Neſt, Prithee think 
There's Livers out of Britain. 
Piſ. J am moſt glad 
 Youthink of other Place: Th' Ambaflador, 
Lucius the Roman, comes to Milford- Haven 
| To morrow, Now, if you could wear a Mind 
Dark as your Fortune is, and but diſguiſe | 
That which appear it ſelf, muſt not yet be, | 
But by ſelf-danger, you ſhould tread a Courſe 
Pretty, and full of view; yea, happily, near 
The Reſidence of Paſthumus; ſo nigh, at leaſt, 
That though his Action were not viſible, yet 
' Report ſhould render him hourly to your Ear, 
As truly as. he moves. | 
Immo. Oh for ſuch means, 5 
Though Peril to my Modeſty, not Death on't, 
I would adventure. 5 | 


Piſ. Well then, there's the roint: 


You 
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You muſt forget to be a Woman, change 
Command in Obedience. Fear and Niceneſs, 
The Handmaids of all Women, or more truly 
Woman it's pretty ſelf, into a waggiſh Courage, 
Ready in Gybes, quick-anſwer'd, ſawcy, and 
As quarrellous as the Weazel: Nay, you muſt 
Forget that rareſt Treaſure of your Cheek, 
Expoſing it (but oh the harder Heart, 
Alack, no remedy) to the greedy Touch 
Of common-kitling Titan; and forget 
Yeur labourſome and dainty Trims, whereia 
You made great Juno angry, 
Imo. N:y, be brief: 
T fee into thy end, and am almoſt 
A Man already. n 
Piſ. Firft, make your ſelf but like one. 
Fore-thinking this, I have already fit, 
('Tis in my Cloak-bag) Doublet, Hat, Hoſe, all 
That anſwer to them, Would you in their ſerving, 
And with what imitation you can borrow | 
From Youth of ſuch a Seaſon, 'fore Noble Zucins -þ 
Preſent your ſelf, deſire his Service; tell him 
Wherein you're happy, which will make him know, 
If that his Head have Ear in Muſick, doubtleſs 
With Joy he will embrace you; for he's honourable, 
And doubling that, moſt holy. Your means abroad; 
' You have me eb, and I will never fail . 
Beginning, nor ſupplyment. 
Imo. Thou art al 4 5 Comfort 
The Gods will diet me with, Prithee away. 
There's more to be conſider'd; but we'll even 
; All that good time will giveus, This attewpt 
Jam Soldier to, and will abide it with 
| A Prince's Courage. Away, I piithee. 
pPiſ. Well, Madam, we muſt take a ſhort farewel. 
Leſt being miſs'd, I be ſuſpected of 
Your Carriage from the Court, My noble Miſtreſs, 
Here is 2 Box, I had it from the Queen, 
What's in't is precious: lt you are ſick at Sea, 
Or Stomac. qualm'd at Land, a dram of this 
Will drive away Diſtzmper, To ſome Shade, 
And fit you to your Manhood; may the Gods 


Direct 
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Direct you to the beſt. 
Imo. Amen: I thank thee. Exeunt 


SCENE III. We Palace. 
Enter Cymbeline, Queen, Cloten, Lucius, and Lords. 


Cym, Thus far, and fo farewel. 
Luc. Thanks, Royal Sir; 
My Emperor hath wrote, I muſt from hence, 
And am right ſorry, that I muſt report ye 
My Maſter's Enemy. | 
Cym. Our Subjects, Sir, { 
Will not endure his Yoke; and for our ſelf 
To ſhew leſs Sovereignty than they, muſt needs 
Appear un-King like. 
Luc. So, Sir: I deſire of you 
A Conduct over Land, to Milford-Haven. 
Madam, all Joy befal your Grace, and you. 
Cym. My Lords, you are appointed for chat Office; 
The due of Honour in no point omit: 
So farewel, noble Lucius. 
Luc. Your Hand, my Lord. 
Clot. Receive it friendly, but from this time forth 
I wear it as your Encmy. 
Luc, Sir, the Event 
Is yet to name the Winner. Fare you wel. 
Cym. Leave not the worthy Liicius good my Lords, 
Till he have croſt the Severn. Happineſs, Ex. Lucius, Cr. 
Queen. He goes hence frowning: but it honours ue, 
That we have given him Cauſe. | 
Clot. *Tis all the better, 
Your valiant Brirains have their Wiſhes in it. 
Cym. Lucius hath wrote already to the Emperor, 
How it goes here. It fits us therefore ripely, 
Our Chariots, and our Horſemen be in readineſs; 
The Powers that he already hath in Gallia 
Will ſoon be drawn to Head, from whence he moves 
is War for Britain. 
Queen. Tis not ſleepy Buſineſs, 
But muſt be looked to ſpeedily, and trongly. 
Cym. Our Expectation that it ſhould be thus 
Hath made us forward, But, my gentle Queen, F 
C Wher 
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Where is our Daughter; She has not appcar'd 
Betore the Roman, nor to us hath tender'd 
The Duty of the Day. She looks as like 
A thing more made of Malice, than of Duty, 
We have noted it. Call her before us, for 
We have been too light in Sufferance. 
Queen. Royal Sir 
Since the Exile of Poſthumus, moſt retir'd 
Hath her Lite been ; the Cure whereof my Lord, 
*Tis Time muſt do. Beſeech your Majeſty, 
Forbear ſharp Speeches to her. She's a Lady 
So tender of Rebukes, that Words are Strokes, 
And Strokes Death to her. 
Enter a Meſſenger. 
Cym. Where is ſhe, Sir? How 
Can her Contempt be anſwer'd ? 
Meſ. Pleaſe you, Sir, 
Her Chambers are all lock'd, and there's no Anſwer 
That will be given to the loudeſt Noiſe we make. 
Deen. My Lord, when Jaſt J went to viſit her, 
She pray'd me to excuſe her keeping cloſe, 
| Whereto conſtrain'd by her Infirmity. | 
She ſhould that Duty leave unpaid to you, 
Which daily ſhe was bound to proffer ; this 
She wiſlyd me to make known; but our great Court 
Made me to blame in Memory. 
Cm. Her Doors lock'd ? 
Not ſeen of late? Grant Heavens, that which I fear 
Prove falſe. | Exit. 
Queen. Son, I ſay; follow the King. 
Clot. That Man of hers, Piſanio, her old Servant 
I have not ſcen theſe two Days. Exit 
Queen. Go, look after 
Piſanio, thou that ſtand'ſt ſo for Poſtman t = 
He has a Drug of mine; I pray, his Abſence 
Proceed by ſwallowing that; tor he believes 
u is a thing moſt precious. But for her, 
Where is ſhe gone? Haply Deſpair hath ſeized her; 
1m wing'd with Fervor of her Love, ſhe's flown 
"> © her deſired Poſhumus; gone ſhe is 
Jo Death, or to nenen and wy end 
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Can make good uſe of either. She being doven, 
I have the placing of the Britiſh Crown, 
Enter Cloten. 
How now, my Son? 
Clot. Tis certain ſhe is fled. 
Go in and chear the King, he rages, none 
Dare come about him. 
Queen. All the better; may 
This Night fore-ſtall him of the coming Day. Exit Qu. 
Clot. I love and hate her; for ſhe's fair and Royal, 
And that ſhe hath all courtly Parts more exquiſite 
Than Lady, Lady's Woman, from every one 
The deſt ſhe hath, and ſhe of all Compounded 
Out-ſells them all; I love her therefore; but 
Diſdaining me, and throwing Favours on 
The low Paſthumus, ſlanders ſo her Judgment, 
That what's elſę rare, is choak'd; and in that point 
I will conciude to hate her, nay indeed, 
To be reveng'd upon her. For when Fools 
| Enter Piſanio. | 
Who here? What, are you packing, Sirrak? 
Come hither ; Ah you precious Pander, Villain, 
Where is thy Lady? In a word, or elſe 
Thou art ſtraightway with the Fiends. 
Piſ. Oh, good my Lord. 
Clot. Where is thy Lady? Or, by Jupiter, 
1 will not aſk again. Cloſe Villain, 
I'll have this Secret from thy Heart, or rip 
Thy Heart to find it. Is ſhe with Poſthumus? 
From whoſe ſo many Werghts of Baſeneſs, cannot 
A Dram of Worth be drawn. 
Piſ. Alas, my Lord, 
How can ſhe be with him? When was ſhe miſe'd? 
. He is in Rome, | 
Clot. Where is ſhe, Sir? Come nearer; 
No farther halting; ſatisfie me home, 
What is become of her. 
Piſ. Oh, my all worthy Lord! 
Clot. Al-Worthy Villain! 
Diſcover where thy Miſtreſs is, at once, 
At the next Word; no more of wo:thy Lord. 
| C 2 Speak 
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Speak, or thy Silence on the Inſtant is 

Thy Condemnation and thy Death. 

„. Then, Sir. | 
This Paper is the Hiſtory of my Knowledge 
Touching her Flight. | 

Clot. Let's ſec't; I will purſue her 
Even to Auguſtus's Throne. 

Piſ. Or this, or periſh. Aide. 
She's far enough, and what he learns by this, 

May prove his Travel, not her Danger. 

Clot. Humh. 

Piſ. Ill write to my Lord ſhe is dead. Oh, Imogen, 
Safe may'ſt thou wander, ſafe return again. 

Clot. Sirrah, is this Letter true? 

Piſ. Sir, as I think. ä 

Clot. It is Poſthumus's Hand, I know't. Sirrah, if tliou 
would'ſt not be a Villain, but to do me trueService; undergo 
thoſe Employments vrherein I ould have cauſe to uſe thee 
with a ſerious Induſtry, that is, what Villainy ſoe'er I bid 
thee do to perform it, directly and truly, I vrould think 
theean honeſt Man; thou ſnouldſt neither want my means 
for thy Relief; nor my Voice for thy Preferment. 

Piſ. Well, my good Lord. 

Clot. Wilt thou ſerve me? For ſince patiently and con- 
ſtantly thou haſt ſtuck to the bare Fortune of that Beggar 
Poſthumus, thou can't not in the courſe of Gratitude, but 
be a diligent Follower of mine. Wilt thou ſerve me? 

Piſ. Sir, I will. 

Clot. Give me thy Hand, here's my Purſe. Haſt any of 
thy late Maſter's Garments in thy Poſſeſſion? 

Piſ. J have my Lord, at the Lodging, the ſame Suit he 
wore, when he took leave of my Lady and Miſtreſs. 
Clot. The fuſt Service thou doſt me, fetch that Suit 
hither? let it be thy firſt Service, go. 

Piſ. 1 ſhall, my Lord. [ Exit. 

Clot. Meet thee at Milford-Haven ? I forgot to aſk him 
one thing, I' remember'tanon ; even there, thou Villain, 
Feſthumns, will J kill thee. I would theſe Garments were 
come. She ſaid upon a time, the Bitterneſs of it I now 
elch from my Heart, that ſhe held the very Garment of 
rgrhumus, in mare reſpect, than my Noble and Natural 

e Perſon; 
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Perſon; together with the Adornment of my Qaaiitic: , 
With that Suit upon my Back will I raviſh her; firſt Kun 
him, and in her Eyes——there ſhall ſhe ſee my Valour, 
which will then be a Torment to her Contempt. He on 
the Ground, my Speech of Inſultment ended on his dead 
Dody, and when my Luſt hath dined, vekich as I fay 
to vex her, I will execute in tho Cloaths that ſhe ſo 
prais d; to the Court I'll knock her back, foot her home d 
again. She hath deſpis'd me rejoicing!y , and li be 
merry in my Revenge. 

Enter Piſanio, with a Sit of Cloaths. 
Bethoſe the Garments? 

Piſ. Ay, my Noble Lord. 

Clot. How long is't ſince ſhe went to lap ? 

Piſ. She can ſcarce be there yet. 

Clot. Bring this Apparel ro my Chamber, that 13 the 
fecond thing that J have commanded thee. The wii. 
is that thou will be a voluntary Mute to my Deſigu. B. 
but dutcous, and true Preferment ſhall, tender it lot to 
thee. My Revenge is now at Milford, Would I had 
Wings to follow it. Come and be true. | Exit, 

Pif. Thou bid'ſt me to my loſs: for true to thee, 
Were to prove falſe, which I will. never be, 

To him that is moſt true. To Milford go, 

And find not her, whom thou purtueſt, Flow, flow, 
ou Heav'nly Bleſſings on her: This Fool's Specd 

Be croit with Slowyneſs; Labour be his Meed. Exit. 


$ CE N. E IV. The Foreſt and Cave. 
Enter Imogen in Boys Cloaths. 
Ino. I ſee a Man's Life is a tedious one, 
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I have tired my ſelf; and for two Nights together 2 $ 


Have made the Ground my Bed. I ſhould be tick, 
But that my Reſolution helps me: Miford, 

When from the Mountain Top Piſanio ſhew'd thee, 
Thou waſt within a Kea. Oh, Foe, I think 
Foundations fly the wretched, ſuch I mean, 

Where they ſhould be relieved. Two Beggars told me, 
I could not miſs my way. Will poor Folks lie 

That have AfRictions on them, knowing 'tis 

A Puniſhment, or Trial? Yes, no wonder, 


C 3 When 


54 C YM BE LIN E. 


hen rich ones ſcarce tell true, To lapſe in Fulneſs 
Is forer, than to lie for Need; and Falſhood 
Is worſe in Kings, than Beggars, My dear Lord, 
Thou art one o'th' falſe ones; now I think on thee, 
iy Hunger's gone; but even before, I was | 
At point to ſink for Food. But what is this ?| ſeeing the Cave 
Hae is a Path to't tis ſome Savage hold; 
I were beſt not call; I dare not call; yet Famine 
Ere it clean o' er-throw Nature, makes it valiant. 
Plenty and Peace breeds Cowards, Hardneſs ever 
Of Hardineſs is Mother. Ho! who's here? 
If any thing thing that's civil, ſpeak ; it Savage, 
Take, or lend---Ho! no Anſwer? then Llenter. 
Beſt draw my Sword; and it mine Enemy 
But fear my Sword like me, he'll {carce:y look ont. 
Such a Foe, good Heav'ns, She goes ito the Cave. 
Enter Bellar ius, Guiderius, and Axviragus. 
Bel. You Polidore have prov'd beſt Woodman, and 
0 Are Maſter of the Feaſt; Cadwall and I 
t Wil play the Cook, and Servant, tis our match: 
The Sweat of Induſtry would dry, and die 
But for the end it woyks to. Come, our Stomachs 
Will make what's homely, ſfivourly; Weartneſs 
Can ſnore upon the Flint, when reſty Sloth 
Finds the Down Pillow hard. Now Peace be here, 
Poor Houſe, that keeps thy ſelf. 
| Guid. Tam thoroughly weary. 
| Arv. Jam weak with Toil, yet ſtrong in Appetite. 
1 Guid. There is cold Meat i'th' Cave, we'll brouze on that 
| Whilſt what we have Ril'd be cook'd. 
Bel. Stay, come not in 
Baut that it eats our Victuals, I ſhould think 
| He were a Fairy. 
4 Guid. What's the matter, Sir? 
| Bel. By Jupiter an Angel! or if not, 
An Earthly Paragon. Behold Divineneſs 
| No elder than a Boy. 
| Enter Imogen. 
Imo. Good Maſter harm me not; 
Before I enter'd here, I calld and thought 
To have begg'd,or bought, what I have took: GENED 
1 Ny ye 
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I have ſtoln nought, nor would not, though I had fou 
Gold ſtrew'd i'th' Floor. 
would have left it on the Board ſo ſoon 

As I had made my Meal: And parted 

With Prayers for the Provider. 

Guid. Mony, Youth ? 

Arv. All Gold and Silver rather turn to Dirt, 
As *tis no better reckon'd, but of thoſe 
Who worſhip dirty Gods. 

mo. I ice you're angry: 

Know, It you kill me tor my Fault, 

lave dy'd, had I not made it. 

Bel. Whither bound? 

Ino. To Milford-Hzven. 

Bel. What's your Naine? 

Ino. Fidele Sir; J have a Kinſinan, who 
s bound tor Ital/! He embark'd at M'HVord, 

To whom being going, almoſt {pear with Hunger, 
I am fala in this Offence. 

Bel. Prithee, fair Youth, 

Think us no Churls; nor meaſure our good Minds 

By this rude Place we live in. Well-encounter'd, 
Tis almoſt Night, you ſhall have better Chear 
Ere you depart, and Thanks to ſtay and cat it. 
Boys, bid him welcome. 

Grid. Were you a Woman, Youth. 

I ſhould woe hard, but be your Groom in honeſty, 
1 bid for you, as I do buy. 

Arv. Pl make't my Comfort 
He is a Magn, I'll love him as my Brother 
And ſuch a Welcome as I'd give to him, 

After long Abſence, ſuch is yours. Moſt welcome 
B: {pcightly, for you fall 'mongſt Friends. 

Imo. 
If Brothers: Would it had been ſo, that they 
Had been my Father's Sons, then had my Prize 
Been leſs, and ſo more equal ballaſting 
To thee, Poſthumns: 

Bel. He wrings at ſome Diftreſs. 

Guid. Would I could free't. 

Arv. Or I, what &er it be, 
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What Pain it coſt, what Danger; Gods 
Bel. Hark, Boys. [Whiſpering 
Imo. Great Men | 

That had a Court no bigger than this Cave, 

That did attend themſelves, and had the Virtue 

Which their own Conſcience ſealed them ; laying by 

That Nothing-gift of different Multitudes 

Could not out- piece theſe twain. Pardon me Gods, 

I'd change my Sex to be Companion with them, 

Since Lconatus is falſe, 

Bel. It ſha!] be ſo: 

Boys, we'll go dreſs our Hunt. Fair, you come in; 

Diſcourſe is heavy, faſting; when we have ſupp'd 

We'll mannerly demand thee of thy Story. 

So far as thou wilt ſpeak it, 

Guld. Pray draw near. 

Arv. The Night to th' Owl, 

And Morn to th' Lark leſs welcom 
Imo. Thanks, Sir. | | 
Arv. I pray draw near. L Exenh. 

SCENE V. Rome. 
Enter two Roman Senators, and Tribunes, 

1 Sen. This is the Tenor of the Emperor's Writ; 
That fince the common Men are now in Action 
*Gainſt the Pannonians, and Dalmatian, 

And that the Legions now in Gallia, are 

Full weak to undertake our Wars againſt 

The fal'n- off Britains, that we do incite 

The Gentry to this Buſineſs. He creates 

Lucius Pro-Conſul: And to you the Tribuaes 

For this immediate Levy, he commands 

is abſolute Commiſſion. Long live Ceſar. 

Tri. Is Lucius General of the Forces? 
2. Sen. Ay. 
Tri. Remaining now in Gallia? 

I. Sen. With thoſe Legions 

Which Ihave ſpoke of, whereunto your Levy 

Muſt be ſuppliant: the Words of your Commiſſion 

Will tie you to the Numbers and the Time | 

Of their Diſpatch. 
Tri, We wil diſcharge our Duty. I [Exennt. 


ACT. 
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ACTI 
SCENE the Foreſt. 


Enter Cloten alone. 
Clot. I Am near to th? Place where they ſhould meet, if 
Piſanio have mapp'd it truly. How fit his Garments 
ſerve me ! Why ſhould his Miſtreſs who was made by 
him, that made the Tailor, not be fit too ? the rather; 
ſiving Reverence of the Word, for 'tis ſaid, a Woman's 
ti neſs comes by Fits: Therein I muſt play the Workman, 
I dare ſpeak it to my felt, for it is Vain-glory for a Man 
and his Glaſs, to confer in his own Chamber; I mean, 
the Lines of my Body are as well drawn as his; no leſs 
young, more ſtrong, not beneath him in Fortunes, be- 
yond him in the advantage of the time, above him in 
Birth, alike converſant in general Services, and more re- 
markable in ſingle Oppoſitions; yet this imperſeverant 
Thing loves him in my deſpight. What Mortality is! 
Poſthumus, thy Head, which is now growing upon thy 
Shoulders, ſhall within this Hour be off, thy Miſtreſs en- 
forc'd, thy Garments cut to pieces before thy Face; and 
all this done, ſpurn her home to her Father, who may, 
happily, be a little angry for my ſo rough uſage; but my 
Mother having power of his Teſtineſs, ſhall turn all into 
my Commendations. My Horſe is.ty'd up ſafe, out Sword, 
and to a fore purpoſe; Fortune put them into my Hand; 
this is the very Delcription of their mecting place, and the 
Fellow dares not deceive me. Exit. 
Euter Bellarius, Guiderius, Arviragus, and Imogen, 
from the Cave. 
Bel. You are not well: Remain here in the Cave, 
We'll come to you after Hunting. 
Arv. Brother, ſtay here: 
Are we not Brothers ? 
Imo. So Man and Man ſhould be, 
But Clay and Clay differs in Dignity, 
Whoſe Duſt is both alike. I am very ſic k. 
Guid. Go you to Hunting, I'll abide with him. 
Imo. So ſick I am not, yet I am not well, 
But not ſo Citizen a wanton, as 
To ſeem to die, cer ſick; So pleaſe you, leave me, 


C 4 Stick 


3 * qt es 


FI 


2 _ r 1 4 _ 2 — 
8 ann — — — q 
Ee ml cw 8982 1 * — 8 &, 4 E Þ > Fe At A - a»! 
* P 4. Wd — £ bs 4 „ » — * — 


— 
- 


- * 1 
* 
0 mb * n 
— RM * 


— 


err 
83 * 5 4s 2 4 
+ 


3 


ls. 
LY 42 
2 
#1 
5 
a 

4 
t = 
F p 
(2 


r EEE woot OE, 4” 


|, We'll leave you for this time, go in, and reſt. 
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Stick to your Journal courſe; the breach of Cuſtom, 
Is breach of all. I am ill, but your being by me 
Cannot amend me. Socicty is no Comfort 
To one not ſociable : I am not very ſick, 
Since I can reaſon of it. Pray you truſt me here 
Ill rob none but my ſelf, and let me die 
Stealing ſo poorly. 
Guid. I love thee : I have ſpoke it, 
Hew much the quantity, the weight as much, 
As I do love my Father. 
Bel. What? how? how ? 
Arv. It it be Sin to ſay ſo, Sir, I yoak me 
In my Brother's Fault: 1 know not why 
J love this Youth, and I have heard you ſay, 
Love's reaſon's without reaſon. The Bier at Door, 
And a Demand who is't ſhall die, I'd ay 
My Father, not this Youth, 
Bel. Oh noble Strain ! 
© Wortkincſs of Nature, Breed of Greatneſs ! | 
* Cowards father Cowards, and baſe things, Sire baſe : 
Nature hath Meal and Bran; Contempt and Grace. 
I'm not their Father, yet who this ſhould be 
Doth Miracle it {cif ; lov'd before me ! 
*Tis the ninth Hour o'th' Morn. 
Avv. Brother, farewel, 
Imo. 1 wiſh you ſport. 
Arv. You health So picaſe you, Sir, [heard!. 
Imo. Theſe are kind Creatures. Gods, what Lies I have 
Our Courtiers ſay, all's ſavage, but at Court: 
Experience, oh how thou diſprov'ſt Report. 
Th' imperious Seas breed Monſters; for the Diſh, 
Poor Tributary Rivers, as ſweet Fiſh; 
I am fick ill, heart-fick———Pi/ams, 
Pl now taſte of thy Drug. ;,,| Drinks out of the Vist. 
Guid. I could not ſtir him; . | | 
He ſaid he was gentle, but unfortunate ;. 
Diſloneſtly afflicted, but yet honeſt. 
Arv. Thus did he anſwer me; yet aid, hereafter 
I might know more.. | 
Bel. To th' Field, to tht Field: 
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Arv. We'll not be long away. 
Bel. Pray be not ſic K, 
For you muſt be our Houſewife. 
Imo. Well or ill, 
I am bound ta you. | Exit. 
Bel. And ſhalt be ever. 
This Youth, howe'er diſtreſsd, appears he Rath had - 
Good Anceſtors. 
Arv. How Angel-like he ſings ? 
Guid. But his neat Cookery ? 
Arv. He cut our Roots in Characters, 
And ſauc'd our Broth, as Juno had heen ſick, 
And he her Dieter. 
1 Arv. Nobly he yokes 
A Smiling with a Sigh: as if the Sigh 
Was that it was, for not being ſuch a Smile 
The Smile mocking the Sigh, That it would fly 
From ſo divine a Temple, to commix 
With Winds that Sailors rail at. 
Grid. J do note, 
That Grief and Patience rooted in them both, 
Mingle their Spurs together. 
bv. Grow Patience, 
And let the ſtinking Elder, Grief untwine 
Ilis periſhing Root, with the encreaſing Vine. 
Bel. It is great Morning. Come away: who's there ? 
Enter Cloten. 
Clot. T cannot find thoſe Runagates, that V iluin 
Hath mock'd me. I am taint, 
Bel. Thoſc Runagates! | 
Means he not us? L partly know him; tis 
Cloten, the Son o' th' Queen; I fear ſome Ambuſ 
ae him not thele many Years, and yet 
1 know 'tis he: weare held as Outlaws; hence. 
Grid. He is but one? you, and my Brother ſearch 
What Companies are near: pray you away, 
Le me alone with him. | Exeunt Belu ius and Arviragus. 
Clot. Soft, what are you 
That fly me thus? Some Villain-Mountainer —- - 
have heard of fach. What Slave art thou ? 
Guid. A thing 
More fuviſh did I ne&, than anſwering 
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A Slave without a knock. 

Clot. Thou art a Robber, 
A Law-breaker, a Villain; yield thee, Thief. 

Guid. To whom? to thee? what art thou? Have not I 
An Arm as big as thine? a Heart as big ? 
Thy Words I grant are bigger: for I wear not 
My Dagger in my Mouth. Say what thou art, 
Why I ſhould yield to thee ? 

Clot. Thou Villain baſe, 
Know'ſt me not by my Cloaths? 

Guid. No not thy Tailor, Raſcal, 
Who is thy Grandfather, he made thoſe Cloaths, 
Which, as it ſeems, make thee. 

Clot. Thou precious Varlet ! 
My Tailor made them not. 
Gui. Hence then, and thank 
The Man that gave them thee. Thou art ſome Fool, 
Jam loath to beat thee. 

Clot. Thou injurious Thief, 
Here but my Name, and tremble. 

Guid, What's thy Name ? 

Clot. Cloten, thou Villain. ; | 
- Guid, Cloten, thou double Villain, be thy Name, 
I cannot tremble at it; were it Toad, or Adder, Spider, 
*T would move me ſooner. 

Clot. To thy further Fear, 
Nay, to thy meer Confuſion, thou ſhalt know 
I am Bon to th Queen. 

Guid. I am ſorry fort; not ſeeming 

So worthy as thy Birth, 

Clot. Art not afraid? 2 

Guid. Thoſe that I reverence, thofe I fear, the Wife; 
At Fools I laugh, not fear them. 

Clot. Die the Death: 
8 When I have ſlain thee with my proper Hand, 
I'll follow thoſe that ev'n now fled hence, 
| And on the Gates of Lxd's Town ſet your Heads 

Yield Ruſtick Mountaineer. Fight and Exeunt. 
Enter Bellarias and Arviragus. | 

Bel. No Company's abroad. 
Arv. None in the World; you did miſtake him ſure. 
Bel. I cannot tell; long is it ſince I aw him, 
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But Time hath nothing blurr'd thoſe Lines of Favour 
Which then he wore; the ſnatches in his Voice, 
And burſt of ſpeaking were as his: I am abſolute 
"Twas very Cloten. 

Arv. In this Place we left them; 

I with my Brother make good time with him, 
You ſay he is ſo fell. 

Bel. Being ſcarce made up, 

I mean to Man; he had not apprehenſion _ 

Of roaring Terrors; For Detect of Judgment 

Is oft the Cauſe of Fear. Bur ſee thy Brother, 
Enter Guiderius. 

Guid. This Cloten was a Fool, an empty Purſe, 
There was no Mony in't; Not Hercules 
Could have knock'd out his Brains, for he had none: 
Yet I not doing this, the Fool had born 
My Head, as I do his. 

Bel. What haſt thou done? 

Guid. I am perfect what; cut off one Cloren's Head, 
Son to the Queen, after kis own report, 

Who call'd me Traitor, Mountaineer, and ſwore 

With his own Hand he'd take us in, 

Diſplace our Heads, where, Thanks to * eppes 
And ſet them on Lad's Town. 

Bel. We are all undone. 

Guid. Why, worthy Father, what have we to loſs, 
But that he ſwore to take, our Lives? the Law 
Protects not us, then why ſhould we be tender, 

To let an arrogant piece of Fleſh threat us ? 
Play Judge, and Executioner, all himſelf? 
For we do fear no Law. What Company 
Diſcover you «broad ? 

Bel. No fingle Soul 
Can we ſet Eye on; but in all ſafe reafon | 
He muſt have ſome Attendants. Though his Honour 
Was nothing but Mutation, ay, and that | 
From one bad thing to worſe; Not Frenzy, 
Not abſolute Madneſs could fo far have rav'd 


To bring him here alone, although perhaps 


It may be heard at Court, that ſuch as we 
Cave here, haunt here, are Out-laws, and in time 


May make ſome ſtronger Head, the which he mou” | 
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Ass it is like him, might break out, and ſwear 
He'd fetch us in; yet 15't not probable 
To come alone, either ſo undertaking, 
Or they ſo ſuffering; then on good ground we fear, 
If we do fear this Body hath a Tail | 
More perilous than the Head. 
Arv. Let Ord'nance 
Come, as the Gods foreſay it, howlſo'er 
My Brother hath done well. 
Bel. J had no mind 
To hunt this Day: The Boy Fidele's Sickneſs 
Did make my way long forth. 
Guid. With his own Sword, | 
Which he did wave againſt my Throat, I have ta'en , 
His Head from him: l' throw't into the Creek 
Behind our Rock, and let it to the Sea, 
And tell the Fiſhes, he's the Queen's Son, Cloten, 
That's all I reak. [ Exit. 
Bel. J fear it will be reveng'd: 
Would, Polidore, thou hadſt not done't : though Valour 
Becomes thee well enough. 
Arv. Would I had done't, 
So the Revenge alone purſu'd me: Polidore, 
I love thee Brotherly, but envy much 
Thou haſt robb'd me of this Deed; I would Revenges 
That poſſible Strength might meet, would leck us. thro. 
And put us to our Anſwer. 
Bel. Well, *tis done: 
We'll hunt no more to Day, nor feek for Danger 
Where there's no Profit. I prithee to eur Rock, 
You and F dele play the Cooks: III ſtay 
Till haſty Polidore return, and bring him 
To Dinner preſently. 
Arv. Poor ſick Fidele! 
Il willingly: to him; to gain his Colour 
I'd let a Pariſh of ſuch Clotes, Blood, SHOT 
And praiſe my ſelf tor Charity. Exit. 
Bel. O thou Goddeſs, X 
Thou divine Nature.! thy {elf thou blazon'ſt 
In theſe two Princely Boys: they are as gentle 
As Zephyrs blowing below the Violet, 
Not wagging his ſweet Head; and yet, as rough, 


Their 
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Their Royal Blood enchaf d, as the rud'ſt Wind, 


That by the top doth take the Mountain Pine, ! [ 
And make him ſtoop to th' Vail. *Tis wonder 


That an iuvilible Inſtinct Mould frame them i 
To Royalty unlearn'd, Honour untaught, | 
Civility not ſeen from other ; Valour, 775 


That wildly grows in them, but yields a crop 1 
As if it had been ſo wd: yet ſtill 'tis ſtrange 1 
What Cloten's being here to us protends. ; 
Or vrhat his Death will bring us. 
Enter Guiderius. 

Guid., Where's my Brother? 
I have ſent Cloten's Clot-pole down the Stream, 
In Embaſſie to his Mother; his Body's Hoſtage 
For his Return. [ Solemn Muſick, 

Bel. My ingenious Inſtrument, 
Hark Polidore, it ſounds: But what occaſion 
Bath Cadwall now to give it motion? Hark. 

Guid. Is he at Home? 

Bel. He went hence even now. 

Guild. What does he mean? 

Since death of my dear'ſt Mother 
It did not ſpeak before. All folemn things 
Should anſwer ſolemn Accidents. The matter ? 
Triumphs for nothing, and lamenting Toys, 
Is Jollity for Apes, and Grief for Boys. 
Is Cad wall mad? 
Euter Au viragus, with Imogen dead, beating her in his 
| dens, 
Bel. Look, here he comes. 
And brings the dire occaſion in his Arms, 
Of what we blame him for. 

Arv. The Bird is dead 
That we have made ſo much on. I had rather 
Have ſkipt from ſixteen Years of Age, to lixty; 

To have turn'd my leaping time into a.Crutch, 
Than have ſeen this. 

Guid. Oh ſweeteſt, faireſt Lilly! 
My Brother wears thee not one half ſo well, 
As when thou grew'ſt thy ſelf. 
Bel. Oh Melancholy, 
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W ho ever' yet could ſound thy bottom ? Find 

The Ooze, to ſhew what Coaſt thy ſluggiſh Care 
Might ealilieſt harbour in! Thou bleſſed thing. 

Fore knows what Man thou might'ſ have made: but ah? 


Thou dy'dſt, a moſt rare Boy, of Melcanholy, 
How found you him? - 


Arv. Stark, as you ſee : 
Thus ſmiling as Grins Fly had tickled Slumber, 
Not as Death's Dart being laugh'd at: his right Cheek 
Repoling on a Cuſhion, 

Guid. Where? 

Av. O' th' Floor: 


His Arms thus leagu'd, I thought he gept, and put 


My clouted Brogues from off my Feet, whoſe Rudeneſs 
Ancwer d my Steps too loud. 


Guid. why, he but ſleeps; 
If he be gone he'il make his Grave a Bed; 
With Female Fairies will his Tomb be baunted, 
And Worms will not come to thee. 

Arv. With faireſt Flowers, e 
Whilſt Summer laſts, and I live here, Fidele, 
Il ſweeten thy {ad Grave: thou ſhalt not lack 
The Flow'r that's like thy Face, pale Primroſe; nor 
The azur'd. Hare-Bell, like thy Veins; no nor 
The Leaf of Eglantine, whom not to {lander, 
Out- ſweetn d not thy Breath; the Raddock would 
With charitable Bill ( Oh Bill fore ſhaming . 
Thoſe rich-left Heirs, that let their Fathers lye 
Without a Monument) bring thee all this, 
Yea, and furr'd Moſs beſides. When Flow'rs are none 
To Winter- ground thy Coarſe 

Guid. Prithee have done, 
And do not play in Wench. like words with that 
Which is fo ſerious. Let us bury him; _ 
And not protract with Admiration, what 
Is now due Debt. To th' Grave. 

Arv. Say, where ſhall's lay him? 

Guid. By good Euriphils, our Mother, 

Arv. Be't fo: | 
And let us, Polidore, though now our Voices 
Have got the manniſh crack, ſing him to the Ground 


As 
. 
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As once to our Mother: uſe like Note, and Words, 
Save that Euriphile muſt be Fidele. 
Guid. Cadwall, 
I cannot ſing: I'll weep, and word it with thee; 
For Notes of Sorrow, out of tune, are worſe 
Than Pricſts, and Vanes that lic. 
Arv. We'll ſpeak it then. 
Bel. Great Griefs I ſee med'cine the leſs. For Cioten, 
Is quite forgot. He was a Queen's Son, Boys, 
And though he came our Enemy, remember 
He was paid for that: The Mean, and Mighty, rotting 
Together, have one Duſt, yet Reverence, 
The Angel of the World, doth make Diſtin&tion 
Of place” twixt high and low. Our Foc was princely, 
And though you took his Life, as being our Foe, 
Yet bury him, as a Prince. 
Guid. Pray thee fetch him hither, 
Ther/ites Body is as good as Ajax, 
When neither are alive, 
Arv. If you'll go fetch him, 
We'll ay our Song the whilſt; Brother begin. 
Guid. Nay, Cadwall, we muſt lay his Head to th' Eaſt, 
My Father hath a reaſon fort. 
Arv. Tis true. 
Guid. Come on then, and remove him. 
Arv, 15 begin. | 
S. O NG. 
Guid. Fear no more the Heat o'th' Sun, 
Nor the furious Winters rages. 
Thou thy worldly task haſt done, 
Home art gone, and take thy Wages, 
Golden Lads and Girls all muſt 
As Chimney Sweepers come to Duſt. 
Arv. Fear no more the Frown ot Great, 
Thou art paſt the Tyrant's flroke, 
Care no more to Cloath and Eat, 
To thee the Reed is as the Oak: 
The Scepter, Learning, Phyſick muſt, . 
All follow this and come to Duſt. 
Guid. Fear no more the Lightning Flaſh. 
Arv, Nor th all dreaded Thunder-ſtone. 
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Guid. Fear no Slander, Cenſure rah. 
Arv. Thou haſt fniſh'd Joy and Moan. 
Both. All Lovers young, all Lovers muſt 
Conſign to thee, and come to Duſt. 
Guid. No Exorciſer harm thee, 
Arv. Nor zo Witchcraft charm thee, 
Guid. Gheſt unlaid forbear thee. 

Arv. Nothing ill come near thee. 
Both. Quiet conſummation have, 

And renowned be thy Grave. 

Enter Bellarius with the Body of Cloten. 

Guid. We have done our Obſcquies : 
Come lay him down. 

Bel. Here's a few Flowyr's, but about Midnight more; 
The. Herbs that have on them cold Dew o'th' Night 
Are ſtrewings fitt'ſt for Graves: upon their Faces 
You were as Flow'rs, now wither'd even ſo 
| Theſe Herbelets ſhall, which we upon you ſtrew, 
Come on, away, apart upon our Knees 
The Ground that gave them firſt, has them again: 
Their Pleaſures here are paſt, ſo are their Pain. [ Excunt. 
BEA 9 1 | [Imogen awakes. 

Yes, Sir, to Milford-Haven, which is the way ? —— 
Ithank you---by yond Buſh----pray how far thither ?—— 
Ods pittkins——can it be fix Mile yet? 5 
I have gone all Night faith, III lye down and ſleep. 

But ſoft! no Bed fellow. Oh Gods, and Goddeſſes 
Kan Me aun P ering the Body. 
The Flow'rs are like the Pleaſures of the World; 

This bloody Man the Care on't. I hope 1 dream; 

For ſo I thought I was a Cave-keeper. | 
And Cook to honeſt Creatures. But 'tis not ſo: 

"Twas but a Bolt of nothing, ſhot at nothing, 

Which the Brain makes of Fumes. Our very Eyes, 
Are ſometimes like our Judgments, blind; Good Faith 
I tremble ſtill with Fear; but if there be 

Yet left in Heav'n, as ſmall a drop of Pity. 

As a Wren's Eye: fear'd Gods! a part of it! 

The Dream's here ſtill; even when 1 wake, it is 
Without me, as within me; not imagin'd, felt. 
A headleſs Man !—— The Garments of Poſthumnus? 


I know 
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I know the ſhape of's Leg, this is his Hand, 
His Foot Mercurial, his Martial Thigh, 
The Brawns of Hercules: But his Jovial Face 
Murther in Heav'n !----How !----'tis gone----Piſanio !—— 
All Curſes madded Hecuba gave the Greeks, 
And mine to boot, be darted on thee! thou 
Conſpir'd with that irregulous Devil Cloten, 
Have here cut off my Lord. To write, and read, 
Be henceforth tracherous. Damn'd Piſanio 
Hath with his forged Letters lamn'd P :ſanio 
From this moſt braveſt Veſſel of the World 
Struck the main top! Oh Paſthumus, alas, 
Where is thy Head? where's that? Ay me, where's that? 
Piſanio might! have Kill'd thee at the Heart, | 
And left his Head on. How ſhould this be, Piſanio? 
*Tis he and Cloten. Malice and Lucre iu them 
Have laid this woe here. Oh *tis pregnant, pregnant! 
The Drug he gave me, which he faid was precious. 
And Cordial to me, dae I not tound it | 
Murd'rous to th'Senſes? that confirms it home: 
This 1s laute s deed, and Claten: Oh! 
Give colour to my pale Chcek with thy Blood, 
That we the horrider may ſeem to thoſe LF 1 
Which chance to find us. Oh, my Lord! my Lord: 
Enter Lucius, Captains, and a Soothſryer. 
Cap. To them, the Legions garriſon'd in Gali 
After your Will, have croſs d the Sea, attending 
You here at Milford-Haven, n your pipe: 1. 22,1} 
They are in Readineſs. i 
Luc. But what from Rome ? N | 
Cap. The Senate hath ſtirr'd up ths Canfiness, FE 


And Gentlemen of Italy, moſt willing Sphits, « { 
That promiſe Noble Service: and they come | 
Under the Conduct of bold lachimo, ＋ 


Syenma's Brother. 
Luc. When expect you them? | 
Cap. With the next Benefit o ch Wind. f 
Luc. This Forwardneſs 170. 47 
Makes our Hopes fair, Command our preſent numbers, 
Be muſtered, bid the Captains look to't. ' Now, Sir, 
TIS have you dream d of late of this War's purpoſe * 
Soo 


68 C YM B E LINE. 


Soot h. Laſt Night the very Gods ſhew'd me a Viſion 
(J faſt, and prayed for their Intelligence) thus: 
I faw Jove s Bird, the Roman Eagle wing d 
From the Spungy South, to this part of the Welk, 
There vaniſh'd in the Sun-beams, which portends, 
Unleſs my Sins abuſe my Divination, 
Succeſs to th' Roman Hoſt. 
Luc. Dream often ſo, 
And never falſe. Soft ho, what Trunk is here? 
Without his Top? the Ruin ipeaks, that ſometime 
It was a worthy Building. How ! a Page! 
Or dead, or ſleeping on kim? but dead rather 
For Nature doth abhor to make his Bed 
With the Defunct, or ſleep upon the dead. 
Let's fee the Boy's Face. 
Cap. He's alive, my Lord. 
Luc. He'll then inſtruct us of his Body. Young « one, 
Inform us of the Fortunes, for it ſeems 
They crave to be demanded: Who is this 
Thou mak'ſt thy bloody Pillow ? Or who was he 
That, otherwiſe than noble Nature did, 
Hath alter'd that good Picture? What's thy Intereſt. 
In this fad Wrack? How came't? Who is't? 
What art thou ? 
Imo. I am nothing; or if not, 
Nothing to be, were better: This was my Maſter, 
A very valiant Britain, and a good, 
That here by Mountainers lyes ſlain: Alaſs! 
There ate no more ſuch Maſters; 1 may wander 
From Eaſt to Occident, cry out for Service, 
Try many, all good, ſerve truly, never 
Find ſuch another Maſter. 
Luc. Lack, good Youth! 
Thou mov'ſt no leſs with thy complaining, than 
Thy Maſter in bleeding: Say his Name, good Friend. 
Imo. Richard du Camp: If I do lye, and do 
No harm by it, though the Gods hear, I hope [4f de, 
They'll pardon it. Say you; Sir? 
Luc. Thy Name? 
Imo. Fidele, Sir. 


Luc. Thou doſt e thy Ca the very bins $ - 
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Thy Name well fits thy Faith, thy Faith thy Name. 

Wilt take thy change with me? 1 will not ſay 

Thou ſhalt be ſo well maſter'd, but be ſure 

No leſs belov'd. The Roman Emperor's Letters 

Sent by a Conſul to me, ſhould no ſooner 

Than thine own worth prefer thee: Go with me. 
Imo. I'll follow, Sir. But firſt, an't pleaſe the Gods, 

I' hide my Maſter from the Flies as deep 

As theſe poor Pickaxes can dig: And when 


With wild Wood-leaves and Weeds I ha'{trew'd his Grave, 


And on it ſaid a Century of Pray'rs, 
Such as I can, twice o'er, I'll Weep, and Sigh, 
And leaving ſo his Service, follow you, 
So pleaſe you entertain me. 
Luc. Ay, good Youth, 
And rather Father thee, than Maſter thee. My Friends, 
The Poy hath taught us manly Duties: Let us 
Find out the prettieſt Dazied- plot we can, 
And make him with our Pikes and Partizans 
A Grave; come, Arm him: Boy, he is preferr'd 
By tacc, to us, and he ſhall be interr'd. 
As Soldiers can. Be chearful, wipe thine Eyes, 
Some Falls are means the happier to ariſc. [ Exennt. 
SCENE II. The Palace. 
Enter Cymbeline, Lords, and Piſanio. 
Cym. Again; and bring me word how tis with bert 
A Fever with the Abſencc of her Son; 
A Madneſs of which her Life's in danger; Heav'ns! 
How deeply you at once do touch me. Logen, 
The great Part of my Comfort, gone! My Queen 
Upon a deſperate Bed, and in a Time 
When fearful Wars point at me! Her Son gone, 
So needful for this preſent! It ſtrikes me, paſt 
The Hope of Comfort. But for thee, Fellow, 
Who needs muſt know ot her Departure, nod; 
Doſt ſeem ſo ignorant, we'll inforce it t from thee 
By a ſharp Torture. | 
Piſ. Sir, my Lite is yours, 
I humbly ſet it at your Will: But for my MiſtreGs, 
I nothing know where ſhe remains; Why gone, 


Nor when ſhe purpoſes return, Beſeech ;FOur Highnes, 


+ * 
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Hold me your Loyal Servant. 
Lord. Good my Liege, 
The Day that ne was miſſing, he was here; 
I dare be bound he's true, and ſhall perform 
All Parts of his Subjection loyally, For Cloten, 
There wants no diligence in ſecking kim, 
And will no doubt be found. 
Cm. The time is troubleſome; 
We'll flip you for a Seaſon, but with Jelouſie 
Do's yet depend. 
Lord. So plcaſe your Majeſty, 
The Roman Legions all from Gallia drawn, 
Are landed on your Coaſt, with large Supply 
Of Roman Gentlemen, by the Senate ſent. 
Cym. Now for the Counſcl of my Son and Queen : 
I am amaz'd with matter. 
Lord. Good my Liege, 
Your Preparation can affront no leſs 
Than what you hear of. 
Come more, for more you're ready ; 
The want is, but to put theſe Powers in Motion, 
That long to move. 
Om. Ithank you; let's withdraw 
And meet the time, as it ſeeks us. We fear not 
W hat can from Italy annoy us, but 
We prieve at Chances here. Away. [Exennt. 
PI. 1 heard no Letter from my Maſter, fince 
I wrote him Imogen was ſlain. *Tis ſtrange ; 
Nor hear I from my Miſtreſs, who did promiſe 
To yield me often Tidings, Neither know I 
What is betide to Cloten, but remain 
Perplext in all. The Heav'ns ſtill muſt work; 
Wherein I am falſe, IJ am honeſt; not true, to be true, 
Theſe preſent Wars ſhall find T love my Country, 
Even to the Note o REIT. or I'I fall in them; 
All other Doubts, by time let them be clear'd, 
Fortune brings in ſome Boats, that are not ſteer'd. [ Exit. 
SCENE III. The Foreſt. 
Enter Bellarius, Guiderius, and Arviragus. 
Guid. The Noiſe is round about us. 


Bel. Let us from it. ; wad CI 
[AO _ rv. 
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Arv. What Pleaſure, Sir, find we in Life, to lock it 
From Action, and Adventure? 


Guid, Nay, what Hope 
Have we in hiding us? this way the Romans 
Muſt, or for Britains ſlay us, or receive us 
For barbarous and unnatural Revolts 
During their Uſe, and {lay us after. 

Bel. Sons, 
We'll hizher to the Mountains, there ſecure us. 
To the King's Party there's no going; newneſs 
Of Cloten's Death, we being not known, nor muſter'd 
Among the Bands, may drive us to a render 
Where we have liv'd: And ſo extort from's that 


Which we have done, whoſe Anſwer would be Death 
Drawn on with Torture. 


Grid, This is, Sir, a doubt 
In ſuch a Time, nothing becoming you, 
Nor ſatisfying us. 
Arv. It is not likely, 
That when they hear the Roman Horſes neigh, 
Behold their quarte!'d Fires, have both their 8 
And Ears ſocloy'd iinportantly as now, 
That they will waſte their time upon our Note, 
To know from whence we arc. 
Bel. Oh, I am known 
Of many in the Army; many Years, + 
Though Cloten, then but young, you ſee, not wore him 
From my Remembrance. And belides, the King 
Hath not deſery'd my Service, nor your Loves, 
Who find in my Exile the want of Breeding ; 
The Certainty of this hard Lite, aye hopeleſs 
To have the Courteſie your Cradle promis'd, 
But to be ſtill hot Summer's Tanlings, and 
The ſhrinking Slaves af Winter. | 
Guid. Then be ſo, | 
Better to ceaſe to be; pray, e to ti Army; 
I, and my Brother are not known; your K. 


So out of Thought, and thereto: ſo oer grown, . 
Cannot be queſtian'd. 9 0 


Axv. By this Sun chat ſhines, | 1 18 , 
rl | thier; webat dag is it, that Lnever: {1206 Tonk 
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Did ſee Man die, ſcarce ever look'd on Blood, 
But that of coward Hares, hot Goats and Veniſon ? 
Never beſtrid a Horſe ſave one, that had 
A Rider like my ſelf, who ne'er wore Rowel, 
Nor Iron on his Heel? I am aſham'd 
To look upon the holy Sun, to have 
The Benefit of his bleſt Beams, remaining 
So long a poor unknown.— 
Guid. By Heav'ns I'll go; 
If you will bleſs me, Sir, and give me leave, 
I'll take the better care; but if you will not, 
The hazard therefore due fall on me, by 
The Hands of Romans. 
Arv. So ſay I, Amen. | 
Bel. No Reaſon I, ſince of your Lives you ſet 
So {light a Valuation, ſhould reſerve | 
My crack'd one to more care. Have with you, Boys. 
If in your Country Wars you chance to die, | 
That is my Bed too, Lads, and there I'll lye. | 
Lead, lead; the Time ſeems long, their Blood thinks Scorn 
Till it flie out, and ſhews them Princes born. [ Exeunt. 


ACT v. SCENE I. 


SCENE A Field between the Britiſh and Roman 
FL Ct - Camps. 


Enter Poſthumus with a bloody Handkerchief. 


Poſt. E A blocdy Cloth, I'll keep thee; for I am wifht 
Thou ſhould'ſt be colour'd thus. You marriedones 
If each of you would take this Courſe, how many | 
Muſt murther Wives much better than themiclves 
For wrying but a little? Oh Piſanio! 
Every good Servant does not all commands 
No Bond, but to do juſt ones. Gods! if you | 
Should have ta'en Vengeance on my Faults, 1 never 
Had liv'd to put on this; ſo had you fuveet 
The noble Imogen to repent, and ftrook- 
Me, Wretch, more worth your Vengeance. But alack 
You ſnatch from herice for little Faults ; that's love Aa 
SY. 


Again 
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To have them fall no more; you ſome permit 
To ſecond ilis with ills, each worſe than other, 
And make them dread it, to the Doers thrift; 
But Imogen is your own, do your beſt Wills, 
And make me bleſt ro obey. 
Amy th'iralian Gentry, and to fight 

my Lady's Kingdom; tis enough 
That, Britain, I have killd thy Miſtreſs: Peace, 


I am brought hither 


I'll give no Wound to thee; therefore, good Heav'ns, 


Hear patiently my Purpoſe. I'll diſrobe me 
Of theſe Italian Weeds, and ſuit my ſelf 

As does a Britain Peaſant ; fo I'll fight 

Againſt the Part I come wich: ſo I“ die 

. For thee, O Imogen, even for whom my Life 
Is every Breath, a Death; and thus unknown, 
Pitied, nor hated, to the Face of Peril, 

My ſelf VII dedicate. Let me make Men know 
More Valour in me, than my Habit's Show; | 
Gods, put the ſtrength o'th'Leonati in me; 
To ſhame the Guiſe o'th' World, I will begin, 
The Faſhion leſs without, and more within. 


Exit. 


Enter Lucius, lachimo, and the Roman Army at one Door; 
and the Britain Army at another: Leonatus Poſthumus 
following lite à poor Soldier. They march over, and go 
out. 


humus ; he van 
then leaves him. 


Then enter again in Skirmi 


Iachimo, and Poit- 


quiſheth and diſarmeth Iachimo, and 


lach. The heavineſs and guilt within my Boſom 


Takes off my Manhood; I have bely'd a Lady, 
The Princeſs of this Country; and the Air on't 
Revengingly enfeebles me: Or could this Carle, 
A very drudge of Nature's, have ſubdu'd me 


In my Profeſſion? Knighthoods, and Honours born, 


As | wear mine, are Titles but of Scorn; 

If that thy Gentry, Britain, go before 

This Lowr, as he exceeds our Lords, the odds : 
Is, that we ſcarce are Men, and you are Gods. Exit. 
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The Battel continues, the Britains fly, Cymbeline i taken 3 
Then enter to his reſcue, Bellarius, Guiderius, and 
Arviragus. 

Bel. Stand, ſtand, we have theAdvantage of the Ground, 

That Lane is guarded : nothing routs us, but 

The Villany of our Fears. 

Guid. Arv. Stand, ſtand and fight. 
Enter Po ſthumus, and ſeconds the Britains. ID reſcue 
Cymbeline, and Exeunt. 
Men enter Lucius, Iachimo, and Imo 
Luc. Away, Boy, from the Troops, and ſave Ay ſelf; 
For Friends kill Friends, and the Diſorder's ſuch 
As War were hood-wink'd. 


Iach. "Tis their freſh Supplies. ; wy 
Luc. It is a Day turn'd ſtrangely; or betimes 
Let's re-inforce or fly. Exeuut. 


E!xter Poſthumus, and à Britain Lord. 
Lord. Cam'ſt thou from where they made the ſtand ? 
Poft. 1 did. 
Though you it ſeems came from the Fliers. 
Lord. I did. 
Poſt. No blame to you, Sir, for all was loſt, 
But that the Heav'ns fought: the King himſelf, 
Of his Wings deſtitute, the Army broken, 


And but the Backs of Britains ſeen ; all flying 


Through a ſtraight Lane, the Enemy full-hearted, 
Lolling the Tongue with ſlaught ring, having Work 
More plentiful, chan Tools to do't, ſtruck down. 
some mortally, ſome lightly touch'd, ſome falling 
Meerly through fear, that the ſtraight Paſs was damm'd 
With dead Men, hurt behind, and Cowards living 
To die with lengthen'd ſhame. . 
Lord: Where was this Lane ? 

Poſt. Cloſe by the Battle,ditchid,and wall'd nk Turf, 
Which gave Advantage to an ancient Soldier, 834 
An honeſt one I warrant; who deſerv dd 
So long a breeding, as his White Beard came to, 
la doing this for's Country. Athwart the Lane, 
He, with twro Striplings, Lads more like to fun 
The Country baſe, than to commit ſuch Sh 
With Faces fic tor Masks, or rather fairer 


Thag 


Than thoſe for Preſervation cas'd, or Shame, 

Made good the Paſſage, cry'd to thoſe that ficd, 
Our Britains Hearts die flying, not our Men, 

To darkneſs fleet Souls that fly backwards; ſtand, 
Or we are Romans, and will give you that 

Like Beaſts, which you ſhun beaſtly, and may fave 
Bur to look back in front: Stand, ftand. Theſe three; 
Three thouſand confident, in act as many; 

For three Performers are the File, when all 

The reſt do nothing. With this word Stand, and, 
Accommodated by the place; more charming 
With their own nobleneſs, which could have turn'd 
A Diſtaff to a Lance, gilded pale Looks; 

Part Shame, part Spirit renew'd, that ſome turn'd Coward 
But by Example (Oh a Sin in War, 

Damn'd in the firſt Beginners) 'gan to look 

The way that they did, and to grin like Lions 
Upon the Pikes o th' Hunters. Then began 

A ſtop i' th' Chaſer, a Retire; anon 

A Rout, Confuſion thick, Forthwith they flie 
Chickens, the way which they ſtoop'd Eagles: Slaves 
The ſtrides the Victors made; and now our Cowards 
Like F ragments in hard Voyages became 


The Life o' th'need 5 having found the back-door open 


Of the unguarded Hearts, Heav'ns, how they wound, 
Some {lain before, ſome dying, ſome their Friends 
O'er-born i' th' former wave, ten chac'd by one, 
Are now each one the Slaughter-man of rwenty's 
Thoſe that would die or &er reſiſt, are grown 
The mortal Bugs of th' Field. 1 
Lord. This was a ſtrange chances 
A narrow Lane, an old Man, aud two Boys. 
Poſt. Nay, do not wonder at it; you are made 
Rather to wonder at the things you hear, 
Than to work any. Will you rhime upon'r, 
And vent it tor Mack” ry? Here is one: | 
„Two Boys, an old Man twice a Boy, 4 Lane, 
« Preſery/d the Britains, was the Romans road 
Lord. Nay, be not angry, Sir. . 5H 
eee * 
Who ares not 71 his Foe, Tl! be bis Friend, 
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The Battel continues, the Britains fly, Cy mbeline is taken 3 
Then enter to his reſcue, Bellarius, Guiderius, and 
Arviragus. 

Bel. Stand, ſtand, we have the Advantage of the Ground, 

That Lane is guarded : nothing routs us, but 

The Villany of our Fears. 

Guid. Arv. Stand, ſtand and fight. | 
Enter Po thumus, and ſeconds the Britains. They reſcue 
Cymbeline, and Exeunt. 

Then enter Lucius, Iachimo, and Imogen. 
Luc. Away, Boy, from the Troops, and ſave thy ſelf; 

For Friends kill Friends, and the Diſorder's ſuch 

As War were hood-wink'd. 


Iach. "Tis their freſh Supplies. ” 
Luc. It is a Day turn'd ſtrangely ; or betimes 
Let's re-inforce or fly. Exeunt. 


Enter Poſthumus, and a Britain Lord. 
Lord. Cam'ſt thou from where they made the ſtand ? 
Poſt. I did. 


Though you it ſeems came from the Fliers, 


Lord. 1 did. 

Poſt. No blame to you, Sir, for all was loſt, 
But that the Heav'ns fought: the King himſelf, 
Of his Wings deſtitute, the Army broken, 
And but the Backs of Britains ſeen ; all lying 
Through a ſtraight Lane, rhe Enemy full-hearred, 
Lolling the Tongue with ſlaughr'ring, having Work 
More plentiful, than Tools to do'r, ſtruck down 
some mortally, ſome ſlightly touch'd, ſome falling 
NMeeriy through fear, that the ſtraight Paſs was damm'd 
With dead Men, hurt behind, and Cowards living 
To die with lengthen'd ſhame. 

Lord. Where was this Lane ? 

Poft. Cloſe by the Battle, ditch'd, and wall'd with Turf, 
Which gave Advantage to an ancient Soldier, 
An honeſt one I warrant, who deſerv'd 
So long a breeding, as his white Beard came to, 
la doing this for's Country. Athwart the Lane, 
He, with two Striplings, Lads more like to run 
The Country baſe, than to commit ſuch Slaughter, 
With Faces fit for Masks, or rather ſairer "IE 

Thag 
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Than thoſe for Preſervation cas'd, or Shame, 
Made good the Paſſage, cry'd to thoſe that ficd, 
Our Britains Hearts die flying, not our Men, 
To darkneſs fleet Souls that fly backwards; ſtand; 
Or we are Romans, and will give you that 
Like Beaſts, which you ſhun bealily, and may ſave 
Bur to look back in front: Stand, ftand. Theie three; 
Three thouſand confident, in act as many; 
For three Performers are the File, when all 
The reſt do nothing. With this word Stand, ſtand, 
Accommodated by the place; more charming 
With their own nobleneſs, which could have turn'd 
A iſtaff to a Lance, gilded pale Looks; 
Part Shame, part Spirit renew'd, that ſome turn'd Coward 
But by Example (Oh a Sin in War, 
Damn'd in the firſt Beginners) gan to look 
The way that they did, and to grin like Lions 
Upon the Pikes o' th' Hunters. Then began 
A ſtop i' th' Chaſer, a Retire; anon 
A Rout, Confuſion thick. Forthwith they flie 
Chickens, the way which they ſtoop'd Eagles: Slaves 
The ſtrides the Victors made; and now our Cowards 
Like F ragments in hard Voyages became 
The Life o'th'need ; having found the back-door open 
Of the unguarded Hearts, Heav'ns, how they wound, 
Some {lain before, ſome dying ; ſome their Friends 
Q'er-born i' th' former wave, ten chac'd by one, 
Are now each one the Slaughter- -man of twenty; 
Thoſe that would die or &er reſiſt, are grown 
The mortal Bugs o' th' Field. 
Lord. This was a ſtrange chancez _ 
A narrow Lane, an old Man, and two Boys. 
Poſt. Nay, do not wonder at it; you are made 
Rather to wonder at the things you hear, 
Than to work any. Will you rhime upon'r, 
And vent it tor Mock'ry? Here is one: 
Two Boys, an old Man twice a Boy, a Lane, 
% Preſery'd the Britains, was the Romans bans. 
Lord. Nay, be not angry, Sir. 
Poſt. Lack, to what end? 
Who dares got Rand his Foe, II be his Friend ; j 
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For if he'll do, as he is made to do, 

I know he'll quickly fly my Friendſhip too. 

You have put me into Rhyme. | 
Lord. Farewel, you're angry. B 
Poe. Still going? this is a Lord; oh noble Mitery 

To be i'th' Field, and ask what News of me; 

To-day, how many would have given their Honours 

To have ſav'd their Car kaſſes? took heel to doit, 

And yet died to. I, in mine own woe charm'd, 

Could not find Death, where I did hear him groan, 

Nor feel him where the ſtrook. Being an ugly Moniter, 

Tis ſtrange he hides him in freſh Cups, ſoft Beds, 

Sweet Words; or hath more Miniſters: than we 

That draw his Knives i'th' War. Well, I will find him; 

For being now a Favourer to the Britain, | 

No more a Britain, I have reſum'd again 

The part I came in. Fight 1 will no more, 

But yield me to the verieſt Hind, that ſhall 

Once touch my Shoulder. Great the Slaughrer 1s 


Here made by th' Roman; great the anſwer be, 


Britains muit rake. For me, my Ranſom's Dearh, 
On either fide 1 come ro ſpend my Breath; 
Which neither here I'll keep, nor bear agen, 
But end it by ſome means for Imogen. 
Enter two Captains, and Soldiers. 
Cap. Great Jupiter be piais'd, Lucius is taken. 

Tis thought the old Man, and his Sons were Angels. 

2 Cap. There was a fourth Man, in a filly Habit, 


That gave th'Afﬀront with them. 


1 Cap. So 'tis reported; | 
But none of 'em can be found. Stand, who's there? 
Pojt. A Roman, | « 
ho had not now been drooping here, if Seconds 
Had anſwer'd him. ; 
2 Cap. Lay Hands on him; a Dog, 
A Leg of Rome ſhall not return to tell 


What Crows have peck'd them bere; he brags his Service 


As it he were of Note; bring him to the King. 
Enter Cymbeline, Beilarius, Guiderius, Arviragus, & iſanio, 
and Roman Captives. The Captains preſent Poſt humus 
ts Cymbeline, who delivers him over toa Goaler. 
| | SCE NE 
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SCENE II. A Priſon. 
Euter Poſthumus, and two Goalers. 
Goal. You ſhall not now be ſtoln, you have locks upon 
So graz e, as you fin] Paſture... [ you 
2 Goal Ay, or a Stomach. Exeunt Goalers. 
Pot. Moſt welcome Bondage; for thou art a way 
L ratok, to Liberty; yet am | better ; 
Than one that's lick o'th*Gour, ſince he had rather 
Groan ſo in perpetuity, than be curd 
By th' ſure Phylician, Death; who is the Key 
T'unbar theſe Locks. My Conſcience, thou art ſetter'd 
More chan mySkanks, and Wriſts; you good Gods give me 
The p-nirent Inſtrument to pick that Bolt, 
Then free for ever. Is't enough I ain ſorry ? 
So Children temporal Fathers do appeaſe; 
Gods are more tuli of Mercy, Mult I repent, 
I cannot do it betier than in Gyves, | 
Deſit'd, more than conſtrain'd ; to ſatisfis 
If of my Freedoin 'tis the main part, take 
No ſtricter reader of me, than my All. 
I know you are more clement than vile Men, 
Who of their broken Debtars take a third, 
A fixth, a tenth, lerting them thrive again 
On their abatement ; that's not my Deſire, 
For Imogen's dear Life, take mine, and though 
*Tis not ſo dear, yet 'tis a Life; you coin'd it; | 
"Tween Man, and Man, they weigh not every ſtamp; 
Though light, take Pieces for the Figure's fake, 
You rather, mine being yours; and ſo, great Powers, 
If you will take this Audit, take this Life, 
And cancel thoſe old Bonds. Oh Imogen?! 
l' ſpeak to thee in ſilence. [He ſleeps. 
Solemn Muſick. Enter as in an Apparition, Sicilius Leonatus, 
Father to Poſt hu mus, an old Man,attiredlike a Mar rior, 
leading in his Hand an ancient Matron, his Wife. and Mo- 
ther to Poſt humus, with Muſick before them. Then after 
other Muſick, follow the two young Leonati, Brothers to 
Poſthumus, with Wounds as they died in the Wars. They 
circle Poſthumus round as he lies ſleeping. . 


Sci. No more thou Thunder-Maſter 
Shew thy ſpite an mortal Flies: With 
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With Mars fall out, with Juno chide, that thy Adulteri#s 
Rates, and revenges.- 
Hath my poor Boy done aught but well, 
| Whoſe Face I never ſaw? 
I dy'd whilſt in the Womb he ſtay'd, 
Attending Nature's Law. 
Whoſe Father then, (as Men report, 
Thou Orphans Father art) 
Thou ſhould'ſt have been, and ſhielded him 
From his Earth-vexing Smarr. 
Moth. Lucina lent not me her aid, 
But took me in my Throes, 
That from me was Poſfhumus ript, 
Came crying 'mongit bis Foes. 
A thing of pity. 
Sici. Great Nature, like his Anceſtry, 
Mou'ded the ſtuff ſo fair; 
That he deſerv'd the praiſe o' th' World, 
As great $ic1lins) Heir. 
1 Bro. When once he was matyre for Man, 
In Britain where was he 
That could ftand up his Parallel, 
Or Rival Object be. 
In Eye of Imogen, that beſt 
Could deem his Dignity ? 
Moth. With Marriage therefore was he mocks 
To be exil'd, and thrown 
Vom Leonati Seat, and caſt 
From her his deareſt one: 


Sweet Imogen ! 


Sici, Why did you ſaffer nnen 8 P0- 
Slight thing of Italy. 0 


To taint his noble Heart and Brain 


With needleſs Jealoulie, 
And to become the geek and ſcorn 
O' th' other's Villany? 
2 Bro. For this, from ſtiller Seats we CAME, 
Our Parents, and us twain, ' | 
That ſtriking in our Country's cauſe, | 
Fell TOE and were ny" ries 
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Our Fealty, and Tenartins Right, 
With Honour to maintain. 
1 Bro. Like hardiment Poſthumus hath 
To Cymveline perform'd ; 
Then Jupiter, thou King of Gods, 
Why hatt thou thus adjourn'd, 
The Graces for his Merits due, 
Being all to dolours turi'd ? | 
Sict. Thy Cryſtal Window ope; look out 
No longer exerciſe, 
Upon a vaiiant Race, thy haſh 
And potent Injuries. 
Moth. Since, Jupiter, our Son ts good, 
Take off his Miſcries. 
Sici. Peep through thy Marble Manſion, help, 
Or we poor Ghoſts will cry 
To th' ſhining Synod of che reſt, 
Againſt thy Deity. 
2 Breth. Help, Jupiter, or we appeal, 
And from thy ere y. 
Jupiter deſcends in Thunder and Lightning, ſitting uton an 
Eagle; he throws a Tounder-bilt, The Ghoſts fall on 
their Knees, | 
Fupit. No more you petty Spirits of Region love 
Offend our hearing; huſh! How dare you Ghoſts 
Accuſe the Thunderer, whoſe Bolt, you know, 
Sky-planted, batters all rebelling Coaſts. 
Poor Shadows of Eliſium, hence and reſt 
Upon your never-withering Banks of Flowers. 
Be not with mortal accidents opprelt, 
No care of yours it is, you know *tis ours. 
Whom beſt I love, I croſs; to make my Gift, 


The more delay'd, delighted. Be content, 16) 7. 


Your low-laid Son, our Godhead will uplift:. 
His Comforts thrive, his Trials well are ipents 
Our Fovial Star reign'd ar his Birth, and in 
Our Temple was. he married: Rife, and fade, 
He ſhall be Lord of Lady Imogen, 

And happier much by his Affliction made. 


This Tablet lay upon his Breaſt, wherein [ ſup, drops 45 
Our Pleaſure, his full Fortune doth confine, [ Tablet. 


And fo away: no farther-with your din Ex- 
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Expreſs Impatience, leſt you ſtir up mine; 
Mount Eagle, to my Palace Cryſtalline. [ Aſcends. 
Sici. He came in Thunder; hs Coleſtial Breath 
Was ſulphurous ro ſmell ; the holy Eagle 
Stoop'd as to toot us; his Aſcenſion is 
More ſweet than our beſt Fie'ds; his Royal Bird 
Prunes the immortal Wing, and cloys his Beak, 
As when his God is pleas'd. 
All. Thanks, Fupiter. 
Sict, The Marble Pavement cloſes, he is enter'd 
His radiant Roof: Away, and to be bleſt 
Ler us with care perform his great Beheſt. [Vanifh. 
Poſt. Sleep, thou haſt been a Grandfire, and begot 
A Father to me: and thou haſt created 
A Mother, and two Brothers. But, oh ſcorn! 
Gone they went from hence ſo ſoon as they were born; 
And fo lam awake. Poor wretches that depend 
On Greatneſs Fuvour, dream as | have done, 
Wake, and find nothing. But, alas, I (werve: 
Many dream not to find, neither deſerve, 
And yer are ſtcep'd in Favours; ſo am 1 { 
That have this Golden Chance, and know not why 
What Fairies haunt this Ground? a Book! Oh rare one! 
Be nor, as is our faagled World, a Garment 
Nobler than that it covers. Let thy effects 
So follow, to te moſt unl'ke our Courtiers, 
As good, as Promiſe. | 
| Reads. 
Hen a« the Lion's Whelp ſhall, to himſelſ unknown, 


of tender Air; And when from a ſlately Cedar ſhall be 
lopt branches, which being dead many years, ſhall after 
" revive, be jointed to the old Stock, and freſhly grow, then 


ſhall Poſthumus end his Miſeries, Britain be Fortunate, 


and flouriſb in Peace and Plenty. | 

Tis (till a Dream; or elſe ſuch ſtuff as Mad-men 
Tongue, and Brain not: Tis either both, or nothing; 
Or ſenſeleſs ſpeaking, or a ſpeaking ſuch 

As Senſe cannot untie. But what it is, 

The Action of my Life is like it, which I'll keep 

If but for Sympathy. 74 ö 
„ | Enten 


without /erking find, and be embrac'd by a piece 


| 
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Enter Goaler. 
Goal. Come, Sir, are you ready for Death“ 
Poſt. Over- roaſted rather : ready long ago. 
Goal. Hanging is the Word, Sir, if you be ready for 
that, you are well cookt. . | 
Poſt. So if I prove a good repaſt to the Spectators, 
the Diſh pays the ſhort. | 
Goal. Aheavy reckoning for you, Sir: but the comfort is, 
you ſhall be called to no more pay ments, tear no more Ta- 
vern B:lis, which are often the {adneſsof parting, as the pro- 
curing of mirth; you came in faint for want of meat, de- 
pirt reeling with too much Drink; ſorry that you have 
1 paid too much, and ſorry that you are paid too much; 
Purſe and Brain, both empty; the Brain tne heavier, for 
being too light; the Purſe toolight, being drawn of hea- 
vineſs. Oh, of this contradiction you ſhall now be quit: 
Oh the charity of a penny Cord, it ſums upthoulands in a 
trice ; you have no true Dæbtor, and Creditor, but it ; of 
what's paſt, is, and to come, the diſcharge; your Neck, Sir, 
is Pen, Book, and Counters; ſo the Acquittance follows, 
Po/?. l am merrier to die, than thou art to live. 
Goal. Indeed, Sir, he that ſleeps, f:els not the Tooth- 
Ache: but a Mag that were to ſleep your Sleep, and a 
Hangman to help him to Bed, 1 think he would change 
places with his Officer: for look you, Sir, you know 
not which way you ſhall go. 
Poſt. Yes indeed do I, Fellow. | 
Goal. Your Death has Eyes in's Head then; I have not 
ſeen him ſo pictur'd: you muſt either be directed by ſome- 
that take upon them toknow, or to take upon your felt- 
that which Iam ſure you do not know; or lump the after - 
enquiry on your own peril ; and how you ſhall ſpecd in 
your Journies end, I think you'll return never to tell one. 
Poſt. I tell rhee, Fellow, there are none want Eyes, 
to direct them the way I am going, but ſuch as Wink, 
and will not uſe them. a EF 
Goal. What an infinite mock is this, that a Man ſhould. 
have the beſt uſe of Eyes, to ſeek the way of blindneſs; 
Il am ſure ſuch hanging's the way of winking. | 
Tur a Meſſenger. 5 
Meſ. Knock off his Manacles, bring your Priſoner to- 
the King, — WK Pat. 


. 5 Such noble Fury in ſo poor a Thing: 
5. Such precious Deeds in one that promis d. nought . 
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Poſl. Thou bring'ſt good News, I am call'd to be made 


oy. Ill be hang'd then. [free. 
Thou ſhalt be then freer than a Goaler : no Bolts 
for the Dead. [ Exenunt. 


Goa. Unleſs a Man would marry a Gallows, and beget 
young Gibbets, I never {aw one ſo prone. Yet on my Con- 
{cience, there are verier Knaves deſire to live, for all he be 
a Roman: and there be ſome of them too that die againſt 
their Wills; ſo ſhould 1, if I were one, I would we were 
all of one Mind, and one Mind good; O there were deſola- 
tion of Goalers and Gallow les; I ſpeak againſt my preſent 
Profit, but my wiſh hath a preferment in't. [Exit 


SEE 3.06 3 Tent. 


Enter Cymbeline, Bellarius, Guiderius, Arviragus, Pi- 
ſanio, and Lords. 


Cym. Stand by my ſide, you, whom the Gods have made 

reſervers of my Throne: Wo is my Heart, | 
Thar the poor Soldier that ſo richly fought, 
Whoſe Rags ſham'd gilded Arms, whoſe naked Breaſt. 
Stept before Targets of proof, cannot be found: 
He ſhall be happy that can find him, if 
Our Gracecan make him fo. ; 
Bel. I never faw 


But Beggary and poor Looks. | 
Cym. No tidivgs of him? 
Piſ. He hath been ſeareb'd among the Sade and Wage 
But no trace of him? ' 
Cym. To my Grief, Iam m 
The Heir of his Reward, which I will add 
To you, the Liver, Heart, and Brain of Britain, 
| [Tv Bell. Guid. and be | 
By whom, Fgrant, ſhe lives. © Tis now the, time 
To ask of whence you are. Report it. 7 6 
Bel. Sir, . 
In Cambria are we born, ada Geotlemen : 5 
Further to baaſt, were neither tfue, Wy "model," 
Valeſs I Lad, We are . 
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Cym. Bow your Knees, 
Arite my Knights o'th* Battel, I create you 
Companions to our Perſon, and will fit you 
With Dignities becoming your Eſtates. 
| Enter Cornelius and Ladies. 
There's Buſineſs in theſe Faces: why ſo ſadly 
Greet you our Victory? you look like Romans, 
And not o'th Court of Britain. 

Cor. Hail, great King; 
To ſour your Happineſs, I muſt report 
The Queen is dead. 

m. Whom worſe than a Phyſician 
Would this report become; .but I conſider, 
My Med'cine Life may be prolong d. yet Death 
Will ſeize the Doctor too. How ended ſne? 

Cor. With horrour, madly dying, like her ſelf, 
Which, being cruel to the World, concluded 
Moſt cruel to her ſelf. What ſhe confeſt, 
I will report ſo pleaſe you. Theſe her Women 
Can trip me, if Lerr; who with wet Cheeks 
Were preſent when ſhe finiſh'd. 

Cym. Prithee ſay. . 

Cor. Firſt, ſhe confeſs'd ſhe. never lov'd you ; 1 
Affected Greatneſs got by you, not you: 


Matried your Royalty, was Wife to your Place, Kt OT 


Abhorr'd your Perſon. - 

Cym. She alone knew this: | | 2 
And but ſhe ſpoke it dying, I would not 3 
Believe her Lips in opening it. Proceed. 

Cor. Your Diughter, hom ſhe bore in Hand to love 
With ſuch Tategrity, ſhe did confeſs, _ 

Was a Scorpicw to her fight, whole Life, 
But that her flight prevented it, ſhe had 
Ta'en off by Poiſon. ; 

m. O moſt delicate Fend! 

Who is't-can read a Woman? is there more?” - 

Cor. More, Sir, and'worſe; She did confeſs ſhe had 
For you a mortal Mineral, which being tookæ/ 
Should by the minote feed ob Life, and Ungring; 
By Inches waſte you: ln high time, ſhe ee * 
. watching. W Lifling, o- 5 
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O'ercome you with her ſhew; yes, and in time, 
When ſhe had fitted you with her Craft, to work 
Her Son into th“ Adoption of the Crown: 
But failing of her End by his ſtrange abſence, 
| Grew ſhameleſs deſperate, open'd, in de ſpight 

Of Heav'n, and Men, her purpoſes : repented 
The Evils ſhe hatch'd, were not effected: ſo 
Deſpairing, dy'd. 

Cym. Heard you all this, her Women ? 

Lady. We did, fo pleaſe your Highneſs. 

Cym. Mine Eyes 
Were not in fault, for ſhe was beautiful: 
Mine Ears that heard her Flattery, nor my Heart, 
Thar thought her like her ſeeming, It had been vicious 
To have miſtruſted her: yet, O my Daughter! 
That it was folly in me, thou may'lt ſay, 
And prove it in thy feeling. Heav'n mend all, 
Enter Lucius, Iachimo, and other Roman Priſoners, Leo- 

natus behind, and Imogen. 

Thou com'ſt not, Caius, now for Tribute, that 
The Britains have ras'd out, though with the loſs 
Of many a bold one; whole Kin{men have made ſuit 
That their good Souls may be appeas'd, with {laughter 
Of you their Captives, which our {elf have granted, 
+» Sothink of your Eſtate. 
Luc. Conſider, Sir, the chance of War; the Diy 
Was yours by Accident : bad it gone with us, 
Wĩ ſnould not when the Blood Was cool, have cthreatned 
Our Priſoners wich the Sword. But ſinee the Gods 
Wilt bave it thus, that nothing but 22 Lives 
May be call'd Ran ſome, let it : ſufficeth, 
A Roman, with a Roman's Heatt 9 ſuffer; 
Auguſins lives to think ont; and ſo much 
For my pecul-ar Care. T his one thing only 
J will inrreat, my Boy, a Britain born, 
Let him be ranſom'd: never Maſter had 
A Page fo kind, fo duteous, diligent, 1 
So tender over his Occaſions, true, Th 
So feat, ſo Nurſe-like; let his Virtue jon 
With my-Requeſt, which Ill make bold, your Highneſs 
Cangot deny : he hath Home no Britain harm 
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Though he hath ſery'd a Roman. Save him, Sir, 
And ſpare no Blood befide. 
Cym. I have ſurely ſeen him; 
His Favour is familiar to me: Boy, 
Thou haſt look'd thy ſelf into my grace, 
And art mine own. I know not why, nor wherefore, 
To tay, live Boy: ne'er thank thy Maſter, live; 
And atk of Cymbelize what Boon thou wilt, 
Fitting gy Bounty, and thy ſtate, Il give it: 
Yea, though thou do demand a Priſoner, 
The Nobleſt ta'en. 
Imo. I humbly thank your Highneſs. | 
Luc. I do not bid thee beg my Lite, good Lad, 
And yet I know thou wilt. 
Imo. No, no, alack, 
There's other work in Hand; I Gen thing 
Bitter to me as Death ; your Life, good Maſter, 
Muſt ſhuffle for it felt. 
Luc. The Boy diſdains me, 
He leaves me, ſcorns me: briefly die their Joys, 
That place tbem on the truth of Girls, and Boys. 
Why ftands he fo perplext ? 
Om. What would'ſt thou, Boy? 
J love thee more and more: think more and more, 
What's beſt roask. Know'ſt him thou look'ſt on? ſpeak, 
Wilt have him live? Is he thy Kin? thy Friend? 
Imo. He is a Roman, no more Kin to me, 
Than I to your Highneſs, who being born your Vaſſal 
Am ſomething nearer. 
Cym. Wherefore eye'ſt theu him ſo ? 
Imo. I tell you, Sir, in private, it you pleaſe 
To give me hearing. 
Cym. Ay, with all my Heart, 
And lend my beſt Attention. har thy Name? 
Imo. Fidele, Sir. 
Tbou'rt my good Youth, my Page, 
FM 70 thy Maſter : walk with me, ſpeak freely. 
Bel. Is not this Boy reviv'd from Death? 
Arv. One Sand andtherr 
Not mote reſembles that ſweet Rolie Lad, 
Who dy d, and was Fidele: What think Jou? 
; hs Guid. 
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Guid. The ſame dead thing alive. | 
Bel, Peace, peace, ſee further; he eyes us not, forbear; 
Creatures may be alike: were't he, I am ſure 
He would have ſpoke to us. 
Guid. But we faw him dead. 
Bel. Be ſilent: let's ſee further. | 
Piſ. It is my Miſtreſs: [ 4/ide. 
Since ſhe is living, let the time run on, | 
To good or bad. 
Cym. Come, ſtand thou by our fide. 
Make thy Demand aloud. Sir, ſtep you forth, [To Iach. 
Give anſwer to this Boy, and do ic treely, 
Or by our Greatneſs, and the grace of it 
Which is our Honour, bitter Torture ſhall 8 
Winnow the Truth from Falſhood. On, ſpeak to him. 
Imo. My Boon is, that this Gentleman may tender 
Of whom he had this Ring. 
Poſt. What's that to him? 
Cym. That Diamond upon your Finger, lay 
How came it yours? 
lach. Thou'k torture me to leave unſpoken, that 
Which to be ſpoke would torture thee. 
Cym. How! me? 
Iach. J am glad to be conſtrain'd to utter that 
Which tor ments me to conceal. By Villany 
I got this Ring; *twas Leonatus Jewel, [thee, 
Whom thou did'ſt baniſn: and, which more may grieve 
As it doth me, a nobler Sir ne'er lived 
Twixt Sky and Ground. Wilt thou hear more, my Lord? 
Cym. All that belongs to this. 
Iach. That Paragon, thy Daughter, 
For whom my Heart drops E Blood. aud my falle spirits 
Quail to remember. Give me leave. Ifaint [ Swoons. 
Cym: My Daughter, what of her? Renew thy Strength, 
Thad rather thou ſhouPit live, while Nature will, 
Than die ere 1 hear more: ſtrive Man, and ſpeak. | 
Iach. Upon à time, unhappy was the Clock 
That ſtruck the Hour, it was in Raume, accurs d 
The Manſion where, t was at a Feaſt, oh would 
Our Viands had been priſon'd] or at leer : 
Tow which Theav'dto- head: the good . 
| W 
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What ſhould Ifay ? he was too good to be 
Where ill Men were, and was the beſt of all 
Amongſt the rar'ſt of good ones ſitting ſadly, 
Hearing us praiſe our Loves of Italy - | 
For Beauty, that made barren the fwell'd boaſt 
Of him that beſt could ſpeak; for Feature, laming 
The Shrine of Venus, or ſtraight-pight Minerva, 
Poſtures, beyond brief Nature; for Condition, 
A Shop of all the qualities, that Man 
Loves Woman for, beſides that hook of Wiving, 
Fairneſs, which ſtrikes the Eye 
| Cym. I ſtand on fire. Come to the matter. 
4.  Tach. All too ſoon I ſhall, | 
Ualeſs thou would ſt grieve quickly. This Poſthumys,. 
Moſt like a noble Lord, in love, and one 
That had a Royal Lover, took his hint, 
And, not diſpraiſing whom we prais'd, therein 
He was as calm as Virtue, he began 
His Miſtreſs Picture, which by his Tongue, being made, 
And then a Mind put in't, either our Brags 
Were crack'd in Kitching-Trulls, or his Deſcription 
Prov'd us unſpeaking Sots, - e | 
Cym. Nay, nay, to th' purpoſe, | 
lach. Your Daughter's Chaſtity ; there it begins: 
He ſpake of her, as Dian had hot Dreams, ö 
And ſhe alone were cold; whereat, I Wretch 
Made ſcruple of his Praiſe, and wag'd with him 
Pieces of Gold, *gainſt this which then he wore 
Upon his Honour'd Finger; to attain + 
In ſuit the place of's Bed, and win this Ring. 
By hers and mine Adultery; he, true Knight, 
No leſſer of her Honour confident | 
Than I did truly find her, ſtakes this Ring, 
And would fo, had it been a Carbuncle 
Of Phabus' Wheel; and might ſo ſafely, had it 
Been all the worth of's Car. Away to Britain 
Poſt I in this deſign : well may you, Sir, 
Remember me at Court, where I was taught, 
Of your chaſte Daughter, the wide differeace _ 
_ *Twixt Amorous, and Villaicous. Being thu; quench d. 
Of. hope, not longing; mine Italian Bran. 
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'Gan in your duller Britain operate 

Moſt vilely: for my Vantage excellent, 

And to be brief, my pract 45 ſo prevait'd, 

That I return'd with fimular proof enough, 

To make the Noble Leonatus mad, 

By wounding his belief in her Renown, _ 

With Tokens thus, and thus; averring Notes 

Of Chamber-Hanging, Pictures, this her Bracelet 

(O cunning how I got it) nay ſome Ma ks 

Of ſecret on her Per fon, that he could not 

But think her Bond of Chaſtity quite crack d, 

I having ta'en the forfeit ; whereupon, | 

Methinks I fee him no | 
Poſt. Ay, ſo thou do'ſt, [Coming forward. 

Italian Fiend! Ay me, moſt credulous Fool, 

E regious Murtherer, Thief, any thing 

That's due to all the Villains paſt, in being, 

To come Oh give me Cord, Knife or Poiſon, 

Some upright jaſticer. Thou King, fend our 

For Torturers ingenious ; it is 1 

That all th' abhorred things o'th Earth amend, 

By being worſe than they. 1 am Poſthumns, 

That kill'd thy Daughter: Villain-like, I lye, 

That caus'd a leſſer Villain than my ſelt, 

A facrilegious Thief to doit. The Temple 

Of Virtue was ſhe; yea, and ſhe her ſelf, 

Spit, and throw Stones, caſt Mire upon me, {er 

The Dogs o'th' Street to bait me: every Villain 

 Beca'l'd Poſthumus Leonatus, and 

Be Villainy leſs than *twas. Oh Imogen 1 

My Queen, my Life, my Wife! oh Imogen, 

Imogen, Imogen! 

Imo. Peace, my Lord, hear, hear 

Pat. Shall's have a Play of this ? 

Thou ſcorn ful Page, there lie thy part [Srrikingher,ſhe nee 
Piſ. Oh Gentlemen, help, 

Mine and your Miſtreſ Oh, my Lord poſthumus ! 651 

You ne'er kill'd Imogen neee r nn! 

Mine honout'd Lady 8 9 80 1007 10) 

m. Does the World g round? Tan mA Tzi wel 
* How come theſe Staggers on me 2. 204 10 
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Piſ Wake, my Miſtreſs. 

Cym. lf this be ſo, the Gods do mean to ſtrike me 
To death with mortal Joy. 

Piſ. How fares my Miſtreſs. 

Imo. Oh get thee from my ſight, 
Thou gav'ſt me Poiſon: Dangerous Fellow hence, 
Breath not where Princes are. 

Cym. The Tune of Imogen. 

Piſ. Lady, the Gods throw Stones of Sulphur on me, if 
That Box I gave you, wasnot thought by me 
A precious thing, I had it from the Queen, 

Cm. New matter ſtill. 

Imo. It poiſon'd me. 

Corn. Oh Gods! | 
J left out one thing which the Queen confeſs'd, 
Which muſt approve thee honeſt. If Piſanio 
Have, fiid ſhe, given his Miſtreſs that Confection 
Which I gave him for Cordial, ſhe is ſer vd, 
As I would ſerve a Rar. 

m. What's this, Cornelius! iT 

Corn, The Queen, Sir, very oft importun'd me 
To temper Poiſons for her; ſtill pretending 
The {utisfa&tion of her Knowledge, only 
In killing Creatures vile, as Cats and Dogs 
Of no eſteem, . 1 dreading, that her purpoſe 
Was of more danger, did compound for her 
A certain ſtuff, which being ta'en, would ſeize 
The preſent power of Life, but in ſhort time 
All Offices of Nature ſhould again 

Do their due Functions. Have you ta'en of it? 

Imo. Moſt like I did, for I was dead. | 

Bel. My Boys, there was our Error. 

Guid. This is ſure Fidele. \ 

Imo. Why did you throw your wedded Lady from you? 
Think that you are upon a Rock, and now 
Throw me again. * | 

Poſt. Hang there like Fruit, my Soul, 
Till the Tree die. 5931 

Cym. How now, my Fleſh? my Child? 
What, mak'ſt thou mea Dullard in this Act? 
Wilt thou not ſpeak to me? | 

0 | + Imo. 
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Imo. Your Bleſſing, Sir. [ Kneeling. 
Bel. Tho' you did love this Youth, I blame you not, 
You hada Motive for't. 
Cym. My Tears that fall 
Prove Holy-water on thee ; Imogen, 
Thy Mother's dead. Te Rp 

Imo. Jam ſorry for't, my Lord. | 

m. Oh, ſhe was naught; and long of her it was 
That we meet here ſo ſtrangely; but her Son | 
Is gone, we know not how, nor where. 

Piſ. My Lord, 

Now fear is from me. Il ſpeak truth. Lord Cloten, 
Upon my Lady's miſſing, came to me ü 
With his Sword drawn, foam dat the mouth, and {wore 
If I diſcover'd not which way ſhe was gone, 

It was my inſtant Death. By accident 

I had a feigned Letter of my Maſter's 

Then in my Pocket, which directed her 

Io ſeek him on the Mountains near to Milford, 
Where in a frenzy, in my Malter's Garments, 
Which he inforc'd from me, away he poſts 

With unchaſte purpoſe, and with Oath to violate 
My Lady's Honour; what became of him, 

I further know nor. 

Guid. Let me end the Story; I flew him there. 

Cym. Marry, the Gods forefend. 

I would not thy good Deeds ſhould from my Lips. 
Pluck a hard ſentence: Prithee valiant Youth 
Deny't again. 

Guid. IJ have ſpoke it, and I did it. 

m. He was a Prince. 

Guid. A moſt incivil one. The Wrongs he did me 
Were nothing Prince-like; for he did provoke me 
With Language that vould make me ſpurn the Sea, 
If it could ſo roar to me. I cut off's Head, 

And am right glad he is not ſtanding here 
To teli this Tale of mine. 24 

Cym. I am ſorry for thee; 

By thine own Tongue thou art condemn'd; and muſt 


— 


- Endure our Law; thou'rt dead. 


Eno. That headleſs Man I thought had been my Look | 
* m. 
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Oym. Bind the Offender, 
And take him from our Preſence. 
Bel. Stay, Sir King, 
This Man is better than the Man he ſlew, 
As well deſcended as thy ſelf, and hath 
More of thee merited, than a Band of Clot en: 
Had ever ſcar for. Let his Arms alone, 
They were not born for Bondage. 
Cym. Why old Soldier, 
Wilt thou undo the worth thou art unpaid for, 
By taſting of our Wrath? how of Deſcent 
As good as we? 
Arv. In that he ſpake too far. 
Cym. And thou ſhalt die for't. 
Bel, We will die all three, 
But I will prove that two on's are as good 
As 1 have given out of him. My Sons, I muſt, 
For mine own part, unfold a dangerous Speech, 
Though haply well for you. 
Arv. Your Danger's ours, 
Guid. And our good his. / 2 
Bel. Have at it then, by leave | 
Thou hadſt, great King, a Subject, who 
Was calPd Bellarius. 
Cym. What of him? he is a banif's Traitor. 
Bel. He it is that hath. 
Aſſum'd this Age; indeed a baniſh d Man, 
I know not haw a Traitor. | 
Cym, Take him hence, 
The whole World ſhall norfave him. 
Bel. Not too hot; 
Firſt pay me for the Nurſing of thy Sons, 
And let it be confiſcato all, ſo ſoon 
As I have receiv'd it. 
Cym. Nurſing of my Sons? 
Bel. Lam too blunt, and ſauey; here's my Knee: 
Ere I ariſe, I will prefer my Sons, 
Then ſpare not the old Father, Mighty Sir, 
Theſe two young Gentlementhat eall me Father, 
And.think they are my Sons, are none of mine, ö 
* They 
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They are the Iſſue of your Loins, my Liege, 
And B.ood of your begetting. 

m How? iy Iſſue? | 

Bel. So ſure as you, your Father's: I, old Morgar. 
Am that Bellarias, whom you ſometime baniſh'd; 
Your Pleaſure was my near Offence, my Puniſhment | 
It ſelf, and all my Treaſon that I ſuffer'd, 
Was all the harm 1 did. Theſe gentle Princes, 
For ſuch, and ſo they are, theſe twenty Years 
Have I train d up; thoſe Arts they have, as [ 
Could put into them. My. Breeding was, Sir, 
As your Highneſs knows; their Nurſe Euriphile, 
Whom for the Theft I wedded, ſtole theſe Children 
Upon my Baniſhment: I mov'd her to'r, 
Having receiv'd the Puniſhment before 
For that which I did then. Beaten for Loyalty, 
Excited me to Treaſon. Their dear Loſs, 
The more of you 'twas felt, the more it ſhap'd 
Unto my end of ſtealing them. Bur gracious Sir, 
Here are = Sons again: and I muſt loſe 
Two of the ſweet'ſt Companions in the World. | 
The Benediction of theſe covering Heav'ns 1 5 
Fall on their Heads like Dew, for they are worthy 
To in-lay Heav'ns with Stars. 

Cym. Thou weep'ſt, and ſpeak'ſt: | 
The Service that you three have done, is more 
Ualike, than this thou tell'ſt. I loſt my Children 
If theſe be they, I know not how to wiſh 
A pair of worthier Sons. | 

Bel. Be pleas'd a while——— . 

This Gentleman, whom I call Polidore, 
Moſt worthy Prince, as yours, is true Guiderius: 
This Gentle man, my Cadwall, Arviragus, 
Your younger Princely Son; he, Sir, was lapt 
In a moſt curious Mantle, wrought by th' Hand 
Of his Queen-Mother, which tor more probation 
I can with eaſe produce. Tag 

Cym. Guiderius had _ $4: 
Upon his Neck a Mole, a fanguine Star, | 
It was a Mark of Wonder. 1 
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Who hath upon him ſtill that natural Stamp; 
It was wiſe Nature's End, in the Donation, 
To be his Evidence now. 
Cym. Oh, what am I 
A-Nother to the Birth of three? Ne'er Mother 
Re joic'd deliverance more ; bleſt may you be, 
That after this ſtrange Starting from your Orbs, 
You may reign in them now: Oh Imogen, 
Thou haſt loit by this a Kingdom. 
Imo. No, my Lord: 
I have got two Worlds by't. Oh my gentle Brothers, 
Have we thus met? Oh never lay hereafter 
Burt I am trueſt Speaker, You call'd me Brotker 
When l was bur your Siſter: I you e 
When ye were ſo indeed. 
Jm. Did you &er meet? 
Arv. Ay, my good Lord. 
Gui. And at firit meeting lov'd, 
Continu'd fo, until we thought he died. 
Corn. By the Queen's Dram ſhe ſwallow'd. 
Cym. O rare Inſtin&! 
When ſhall I hear all through? this fierce Abridgment 
Hath to it circumſtantial Branches, which 
Diſt inction ſhould be rich in. Where? how liv'd you? 
And when came you to ſerve our Roman Captive? 
How parted with your Brothers? How firſt met them? 
Why fled you from the Court? And whecher theſe? 
And your three Motives to the Battle; with 
I know not how much more ſhould be demanded, 
And all the other by Dependances 
From Chance to Chance? But not the Time, nor Place 
Will ſerve our long Interrogatories. See, 
Poſthumus anchors upon Imogen 
And ſhe, like bermieſs 5 Lightning, throws her os bo 
On him, her Brothers, me, her Maſter, hitting 
Each Object with a Joy: The Counter- change 
Is ſeverally in all. Let's quit this Ground, 
And ſmoak the Temple with our Sacrifices. 


Thou art my Brother, fo we'll hold thee ever. [To Bel. 


Imo. 
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Imo. You are my Mother too, and did relieve me, 
To ſee this gracious Seaſon! js | 

Cym. All o'er-joy'd | 
Save theſe in Bonds, let them be joyful too, 

For they ſhall raſte our Comfort. 

Imo. My good Maſter, I will yer do you ſervice, 

Luc. Happy be you. 

Cym. The forlorn Soldier that ſo nobly fought, 

He would have well becom'd this place, and grac'd 
The Thankings of a King. 
Poft. I am, Sir, 
The Soldier that did company theſe three 
In poor be ſeem ing: Tas a fit ment for 
The pur poſe I then follow'd. That I was he, 
Speak, Iachimo, 1 had you down, and might 
Have made your finiſh. 
Tach. I am down again: 
But now my heavy Conſcience ſinks my Knee, 
As then your Force did. Take that Life, beſeech you, 
Which J ſo often owe: But your Ring firſt, 
And here your Bracelet of the trueſt Princeſs 
That ever {wore her Faith, | 
Poſt. Kneel not to me: 
The Power that I have on you, is to ſpare you: 
The Malice towards you, to forgive pou. Live, 
And deal with others better. | 

Cym. Nobly doom'd: | 
We'll learn our Freeneſs of a Son- in-Law; 

Pardon's the Word to all. 

Arv. You help us, Sir, 

As you did mean indeed to be our Brother, 
Joy'd are we, that you are. 

Poſt. Your Servant, Princes. Good my Lord of Ree 
Call forth your Soothſayer: As I ſlept, methought 
Great Jupiter upon his Eagle back d 
. Appear'd te me, with other ſprightly ſhews 
Of mine own..Kindred. When I wak'd, I found 
This Label on my Boſom; whoſe containing 
ls ſo from Senſe in hardneſs, that I can 
Make no Collection of it. Let him ſhew | 
His skill in the Conſtruction. hers . 

| 8 Tuc 
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Luc. Philarmonus. 
Soot h. Here, my good Lord. 
Luc. Read, and declare the Meaning. 


Reads. 5 | 
f HEN as a Lion's Whelp ſhall, to himſelf unknown, 
without ſeeking find, and be embrac'd by a piece 
of tender Air; and when from a ately Cedar ſhall be lope 
Branches, which being dead many Years, ſhall after re- 
vive, be jointed to the old Stock, and freſhly grow; then 


ſhall Poſthumus end his Miferies, Britain be Fortunate, 
and flouriſh in Peace and Plenty. 


Thou, Leonatus, art the Lion's Whelp, 
The fit and apt Conſtruction of thy Name 
Being Leonatus, doth import ſo much: 
The piece of tender Air, thy Vu tuous Daughter, 
Which we call Mollis Aer, and Mollis Aer 
We term it Mulier: Which Mulier I divine 
> | 4 Ts this moſt conſtant Wife, who even now 
Anſwering the Letter of the Oracle, 
Unknown to you, unſought, were clipt about 
With this moſt tender Air. 
Cym. This hath ſome ſeeming. | 
Sooth. The lofty Cedar, Royal Cymbeline, 
Perſonates thee 5 and thy lopt Branches point 
Thy two Sons forth: Who by Bellarius itol'n, 
For many Years thought dead, are now reviv'd, . 
To the Majeſtick Cedar join'd; whoſe iſſue 
Promiſes Britain Peace and Plenty. 
Cym. Well, ; 
My Peace we will begin: And Caius Lucius, 
Although the Victor, we ſubmit to Ceſar, 
And to the Roman Empire; piomiling 
To pay our wonted Tribute, from the which 
We were diſſuaded by our wicked Queen, 
Whom Heav'ns in juſtice both on her, and hers, _ 
Have laid moſt heavy Hand. ALT 7 e 
Soot h. The Fingers of the Powers above, do tune 
The Harmony of this Peace: The Viſion 
Which I made known to Lucius ere the Stroke 


= 


96 CYMB ELINE. 
Of this yet ſcarce· cold Battle, at this inſtant 


Is full accompliſh'd. For the Roman Eagle 


From South to Weſt, on Wing ſoaring aloft 
Leſſen'd her ſelt, and in the Beams o' th' Sun 
So vaniſh'd; which fore-ſhew'd-our Princely Fagle, 
Th'Imperial Cæſar, ſhould again unite 
His Favour, with the Radiant Cymbeline, 
Which ſhines here in the Wet, 

m. Laud we the Gods: | 
And let our crooked Smoaks climb to their Noſtrils 
From our bleſt Altars. Publiſh we this Peace 
To all our Subjects. Set we forward: let | 
A Roman, and a Britiſh Enſign wave 
Friendly together; ſo through Lud's Town march, 
An. in the Temple of great Jupiter 
Ou Peace we'll ratify. Seal it with Feaſts. 
Set on there; Never was a War did ceaſe 
Ere bloody Hands were waſh'd, with ſuch a Peace. 
n omnes. 
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ADVERTISEMENT 


HEREAS R. Walker, and his Accomplices, 
V * have printed and pub liſned ſeveral of Shake- 
ar's Plays, and, to ſcreen their innumerable 
Errors, advertiſe, that they are printed as they are acted; 
and induſtriouſly report, that the (iid Plays are prinred- 
from Copies made ule of at the Theatres: 1 therefore 
declare, in Juſtice to the Proprietors, whoſe Right is 
baſely invaded, as well as in defence of my ſelf, that 
no Perſon ever had, directly, or indirectly, from me, 
any ſuch Copy or Copies; neither would I be acceſſary, 
on any Account, to the impoſing on the Publick ſuch 
uſcleſs, pirated and. maimed Editions, as are e 
by the fard R. Walker. | 
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